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;^N Tenturing to follow up my trans- 
lation of the Odes of Horace bjr 
D of IliB Satires and Epistles, 
• I feel that I am in no way entitled 
to refer to the former as a justification of m j bold- 
ness in undertaking the latter. Both classes of 
works are doubtless explicable as products of the 
same original genius : but they difFer so widely in 
many of tJieir cfaaracteristics, that bucccbs in ren- 
dering the one, though greater than any which I 
can hope to have attained, would afford no presump- 
tion that the translator would be found to have the 
least aptitude for the other. As a matter of fact, 
while the Odes still continue to inrite translation 
after translation, the Satires and Episties, popular 
SB they were among tnmalatora and imitators a 
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hundred years Bgo, bave acaroelj been attempted 
at all unce that great refolution in literary taate 
which was effected during the laat t«n years of tlie 
last century and the first ten years of the pre- 
sent. Byron's Hinla from Horace, Mr, Howes' 
forgotten but highly meritoiions version of the Satires 
and Epistles, to which I hope to return before long, 
and a few eiperimenta by Mr, Theodore Maitin, 
published in the notes to his tfanslation of &a Odea 
and elsewhere, constitute perhtqis the whole reeent 
stock of which a new translator may be expected to 
take account. In one sense this b encouraging : 
in another dispinting. The field ia not pre-oc- 
cupied : but the reason is, that general opinion baa 
pronounced its cultivation unprofitable and hope- 
less. 

No doubt, apart from fluctuations in the taate of 
the reading public, there are special reasons why 
a ver^on of this portion of Horace's works shonld 
be a difficult, perh^ an impracticable undertaking. 
It vovdd not be easy to maintain that a Boman 
satirist was incapaUe of adequate representation 
in English in the face of such an instance to tliS 
contrary as Gifford's JnTenaJ, probably, take it all 
in all, the very best version of a classic in the lan- 
guage. But though Juvenal has many passages 
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whicb BufBciendy remind oa of Horace, some of 
Haum light ODd pUyfdl, others level and almost flat, . 
these do not form tlie staple of his Satires ; there 
are passages of dignified decIamatioD and passionate 
inTectire which suffer less in translation, and which 
may be so rendered as to leave a lasting inipreswoa 
of pleasure upon the mind of the reader. lake 
Horace, he has an abundance of local and temporary 
allusions, in dealing with which the most succesii- 
fid translator is the one who &ils least : unlike 
Horace, vrhen he quits the local and the temporary, 
he generally qnita also the language of persiflage, 
and abandons himself mirestrainedly to feeling. ■ 
Feisiflage, I suppose, even in ordinaty Hfe, is much 
less easy to practise with perfect success than a 
graver and less artificial mode of speaking, though, 
perhaps for that very reason, it is apt to be more 
sought after : the peruflage of a vrriter of another 
nation and of a past age is of necessity peculiarly 
difficult to realise and reproduce. Kothing is so 
variable as the standard of taste in a matter like 
this ; even on the minor qneetion, what expressions 
may and what may not be tolerated in good society, 
probablynotwo persons think eiactlyalike: audwhen 
we come to inquire not simply what is admissible bnt 
what is excellent, and stiU more, what is character- 



,;. Google 



X PREFA CE. 

istic of a particular tjpe of miod, we must expect to 
meet with atill less nnanimitj of judgment. The 
wits of ^e Beatoratdon answered the question ?erj 
diffierentlj from the way in which it would be 
answered now ; even Pope and his contemporaries 
would not be accepted as quite infallible arbiters of 
Boaal and colloquial refinement in an age like the 
present. Whether Horace is grave or gay in his 
familiar writings, his charm depends almost wholly 
on his manner: a modem who attempts to repro- 
duce him niDB an imminent risk first of lo^g alt 
charm whatever, secondly of missing completely 
that individuality of attractivenesB which jnakes the 
charm of Horace unlike the cbarm of any one 

Without however eular^g further on the pecu- 
liar difBculty of the task, I will proceed to say a 
few words on some of the special questions which a 
translator of the Satires and Epistles has to encoun- . 
ter, and the way in which, as it appears to me, he 
may best deal with them. These questions, I need 
hardly say, mainly resolve ihemselvea into the 
metre and the style. With regard to the metre, 
I have myself but little doubt that the measure in 
which Horace may best he represented is the heroic 
as I suppose we must call it, of ten syUables. The 
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one competing measure of course is the Hudibras- 
tic octosyllabio. This latter metre is uot without 
Gonuderable authority in its farour. Two trans- 
lators, Smart and Boecawen, have rendered the 
whole, or nearly die whole of these poems in that 
and no other way : Francis occauonally adopts it, 
though he generally uses the longer measure : Swift 
and Pope, as every one knows, employ it in three or 
four of their imitations : Cowper, in his original 
poems perhaps the greatest master we have of the 
Horatian . style, translates the only two satires he 
has attempted in the shorter form : Mr. Martin 
uses it as often as he uses the heroic : perhaps Mr. 
Howes is the only translator since Creech who 
employs the heroic tiironghout. Some of my 
readers may possibly wonder why I in particular, 
having rendered the ^neid in a measure which, 
whatever its vivacity, may be thought deficient ia 
dignity, should turn round and repudiate it in a 
case where vivacity, not dignity, happens to be the 
point desired. I can only say that it is precisely 
the colloquial nature of the metre which m^es me 
stand in doubt of it for my present purpose. 
Using it in the case of Viigil, I was svire to be 
reminded of the need of guarding against its abuse : 
Hung it in the case of Horace, I should be con- 
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■ Btantly in d&nger of regardiag the abuse ae the law 
of the measure. Horace ia scarcely leu lemark- 
able for his terBeneas than for his ease : tlie ten- 
dency of the octosyllabic metre in its colloquial 
fonn is to become alipebod, ioterminable, in a word 
uDcIaasical. Again, few of tihoBe who oae it apply 
it consistentlj to all Hontoe'a hexameter poems ; 
most make a diEtinction, applying it to some and 
not t« others. In point of fact, howeTer, it does 
not seem that any such distinction can be made. 
Horace's lightest Satires or Epistles have generally 
something grave about them : hie graveBt have 
more than one light passage. To draw a metrical 
line in the English where none is drawn in the 
Latin appears to me objecdonable ipso facto where 
it con reasonably be avoided. That It can be 
avoided in the present case does not really admit 
of a donht. The English heroic couplet, managed 
as Cowper has managed it, Is surely quite eqoal to 
representing all the various changes of mood and 
temper which find tlieir embodiment successively in 
the Hotatian heuuneter. Cowper's more serious 
poems contain more of deep u)d sust^ned gravity 
than is to be found in any umilar production of 
Horace ; while on the other hand there are few 
things in Horace so easy and sprightly as the 
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Epiatle to Joseph Hill, nothing perhaps m sbso- 
lutelj proBuc as ihe Colubiiad and the Terses to 
Mrs. Newton. There is also an adraatage in 
rendering the Satires of Horace in the metre which 
ma; be called the recognized metre of English 
satire, and as snch has always been employed (with 
one Tery partial aod grotesqne exception) by the 
translators of Juvenal. La«tly, I may be allowed 
to say tha^ while very distmstful of my powers of 
managing the graver heroic, where so many great 
mast«rs have gone before me, I fait less diffidence 
g the lower and more colloquial form of 
9, as not requiring the same command of 
rhythm, and not eiposing a writer to the same 
unoDUt t£ inTidioDB compariaon with hie prede- 
oeasora. 

In what I hare said I hare im^ed that Cowper 
ia the right model for the Engtish heroic as applied 
to a translation of Horace-: and this on the whole 
I believe to be the case. Horace's characteristics, 
as I remaj^ed jnst now, are ease and terseness, and 
both these Cowper possesses, ease in mebe, and 
ease and terseness m style. Pope, on the o&st 
hand, who in some respects would seem the better 
representative of Horace, is lees easy both lu style 
and metre, while his t^cenesa is what Horace's 
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terseness is not, trimnew and antithetical amartneas. 
Still, whik making Cowper mj pattern as a general 
nile, I hate attempted from lime to timo to borrow a 
grace from Pope, even nhen the ori^nal gave me no 
warrant for the appropriation. If Cowper's verse 
could be written by Cowper, it would probably 
leave nothing to be desired in a translation of this 
kind: handled by an infeiior workman, it is in 
danger of becoming flat, pointless, and insipid : and 
Horace haa many passages which, if not flat, 
pointless, or insipid in themselves, are painfully 
liable to become so in the hands of a translator. 
I have accordingly on various occasions aimed at 
epigram and pungency when there was nothing 
epigrammatic or pungent in the Latin, in full 
confidence that any trifling additions which may be 
made in this way to the general sum of livelinesa 
will be far more than compensated by the heavy 
outgoings which must of nedfesslty be the lot of 
every translator, and more particularly of myself.* 



* Cowper hinuelf has Bome remarks bearing oh tbi> 
point: "That is epigrunmatic and wittrf in Latin which 
would be perfect]; ioupid in English ; and a translator of 
Bourne would freqomtly find himself obliged to snpply what 
u called the tnm, which is in &ct tbe most difficult and the 
moat expemiTB part of tbe iriuJe compodtion, and could 
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All translation, tu has been pointed oat over and 
over ag^, must proceed more or less on the 
ptiadple of compenBalion ; a translator who is 
ooDBdons of hanng lost ground in one place ia not- 
to blame if he tries to recoTer it in another, so that 
be does not conscionslj depart from what he believeB 
to be the spirit of the original : tlie question he has 
to ask himself is not so much whether he has 
conformed to the requirements of this or that Une, 
most important aa such conformitj ia where it can 
be realized without a sacrifice of higher things, as 
whether he has conformed to the requirements of the 
whole sentence, or eren of the whole paragraph ; 
whether die general effect produced bj all the 
combined elements in the English lines answers in 
any degree to that produced by the Latin. Often 
and .often, while engaged on this translation, I have 
been renunded of Johnson's words in his Life of 



not perbspi, in rnsny instsaees, be done with any tolerable 
succen. If a Latin poem is neat^ el^ant uid musical, it 
is enongh ; bat Eoglish readers sre not so easily BstiBfied. 
To qoote myself, yon will End, in comparing tbe Jackdaw 
with the original, tbat I iras oblifed to <harp«n s point 
which, though smart enough in the Latin, would in English 
have appeared as [daia and as blunt as the tag of s lace." 
—Lattr to Onmn, May 23, 17S1 {Southt^i Cowper, ed. 
1836, Tol. if. f. 97). 
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Dryden: "It is not bj comparing line with line 
that the merit of works is to be OHtimated, bat by 
their general efbcts and ultdinat« result. It is 
easy to note a weak line and write one more vigor- 
ouB in its place, to find a happiness of expreeaion in 
the original and transplant it bj force into die 
veruon ; but what is g^ven to the parts maj be 
subducted from the whole, and the reader maj be 
weoTj, though the critic may commend. That 
book is good in vain which the reader throws 
away."* I will only add that if tiiese remarks.are 
true of translation in general, they apply with 
spedal force to the translation of an original like 
the present, where the Latin is nothing if it is not 
idiomatic, and the Enghsh in consequence, if it 
is to be anything, must be idiomadc also. 

There is yet something more to be said o^ the 
qnestion of style. The eiact mode of representing 
Horace's persiflage is, as I hare intimated already, 
not an easy thing to determine. The tranHlatora 
of the seTenteenth and eightemth centuries for the 
moat part made thoir autiior Mther Tolgar w flat, 
sometimes both. Probably no better rule can be 
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Itud dowD for tbe troDslstor of the preeent daj, 
than that he should try to follow the ordiiiary 
langaage of good society, wavering and uncertain 
aa that standard is. I do not mean bo much the 
language of the better sort of light literature 
as the language of oonvereatioa and of familiar 
letter - writing. Bven some of the idiomatic 
blemishes of conversatian may perhaps, in euch a 
work, be renial, if not laudable. I have not 
always sought to be a minute purist even on points 
of grammar. . Gowper, rather singularly, appears 
from bis practice to proscribe colloqmat abbrevia- 
tJOQs in poetry, though tliej were, I suppose, at 
least BB usual in his time aa in ours, and are used 
■ by Pope in his lighter works with little scruple, I 
have adopted them freely through nearly the whole 
of my Tersion, though of course there are some 
passages where they couM not be properly em- 
ployed. Oiffbrd says in the Kssay on the Boman 
Satirists prefixed to his Juvenal that the general 
diaracter of his translation will be found to be 
plainness : and if I do not misundeistand what he 
means by the term, it exactly represents the quality 
which I have endeavoured to attain myself. As a 
.general rule, where a rendering presented itself to 
me which in dealing with another author I should 
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welcome as poetical, I have delibemtelj rejected 
it, and cast about instead for something which, 
withont being feeble or slipshod, should have an 
Idiomatic prosaic ring. Where Horace eridentlj 
means to rise, I hare attempted to rise too: but 
through tbe greater part of thia woi^ I have been 
anxious, to use his own expression, to creep along 
the ground. No doubt there is danger in all this, 
the danger of triviality, pertness, and occasional 
vulgarity. Qifford'a own work wa« attacked on its 
first appearance by a reviewer of the day precisely on 
those grounds : and though he seems to have made 
a vehement reply to his assailant, the changes 
which he made in his second edition showed that 
the censure was not without its effect. Still, where 
it is almost impoeuble to walk quite straight, the 
walker will recondle himself to incidental deviations, 
and will even consider, where a slip is inevitable, on 
which ude of the line it is better that the slip 
should take place. 

A patent difSculty of course is to know what to 
do with local and temporary customs, allauons, pro- 
verbs, du;., which enter, I need not say, far more 
largely into satire or comedy than into any other 
form of writing. Here it is tbat the Imitator has 
the advantage of the translator; a certain parallelism 
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between hia own time and the time of the author - 
he imitateB is postulated in the fact of faia imi- 
tating at all, and if be is a deiterous writer, like 
Pope or Jolmaon, he la sure to be able to introduce 
a number of small equivalents, some of them 
perhaps actual improvements on the origioal, while 
he is at liberty to throw into the sbadft those points 
of which he despairs of being able to make any- 
thing. A tranalalor baa three couraes open to him, 
to translate more or less rerbalij, ao as to run the 
risk of being nnintellt^ble to a reader unacquainted 
with the original, ta generalize what is special, and 
to borrow something of the imitator's licence, intro- 
dadng a modern spedality in place of an ancient. 
Here, as I have found on other occasions of the kind, 
to be allowed a choice of evils is itself a matter for 
aelf-congratulation. .To be shut up entirely to one or 
other of these resources would be a serious mia- 
foTtune : to be able to employ them (should it seem 
advisable) auccessively is no inconsiderable relief. 
The last of the three no doubt requires to be used 
very sparingly indeed, or one great object of trans- 
lating a clasaic, the laying open of ancient life and 
thought to a modem reader, will be ' wantonly 
sacrificed. No one now-a-days would dream of 
going OS far in this directica a» Dryden and some 
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of the translators of his period, talking e. g. about 
"tho new Lord Mayor" apd "the Louvre of the 
skj." But tbere are occasionally minor points — 
Tory minor ones, I admit — where a modem equi- 
TBlen{.is allowable, if not absolutely necessary. 
Withonr^nsforming bodily a Roman coma into an 
English dioR^, one may sometimes effect with 
advantage a triflieg change in the lesa important 
dishea : a boar must not appear as a barou of beef, 
but a learus may perhaps be turned, aa I have turned 
it, into a sardine. In money again it would surely 
be needless pedantry in the translator of a satirist 
to talk of sestertia ratber than pounds. I fear I 
have not always been at tlie pains to make the 
English sum even rongbly equivalent to the Roman, 
but have from time to time introduced a particular 
English sum arbitrarily, if it appeared to suit the 
context or even tbe metre. Thus, where Philip 
gives or lends Mena fourteen sestertia that he may 
buy a farm, I have not startled the modern agri- 
cultural reader by talking abont a hundred and 
twenty pounds, but have ventured to turn the ses- 
tertja into so many hundreds. On tbe whole, how- 
ever, while I certainly cannot recommend any one 
to try to distil Latin antiquities from my translation 
as they are sometimes distilled from the original, 
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I hope that I have not been uofitithfii] to the antique 
^irit, but have reflected wilh sufficient (Iccm'acy the 
broad features of Roman life. 

Token altogethef, this translation will be found 
less dose to tbe original than those nitb which I 
have formerfy troubled the public. The consider- 
atJons pointed out in tbe last paragraph will to a 
great extent account for this : generally too I niay 
say that where the main characteriatic of the original 
1% perfect ease, the translator, if he is to be easy 
also, will be obUged to take considerable latitude. 
I trust however that I Ghall be found in most' cases 
not to have translated in'ORpoctively of the Latin, 
but to have borne it in mind even while departing 
from it most widely. I have studied the Tarious 
commentators with some care, and hope that my 
version may not bo withont its use in turn as a watt 
of free commentary. I have omitted two entjie 
satires and several passages A'om others. Some of 
them no one would wish to see translated : some, 
though capable of being rendered wiiliout offence a * 
hundred or even fifty years ago, could hardly be so 
rendered now. Whei'e 1 have not translated I 
have not in general eared to paraplu-ase, but have 
been silent altogether. I have in sliort given so 
much of my author as a wcli-jud^ug reader would 
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wish to direU on iu readrng the ori^aal, and no 

I have made acqoabtance with such of the plu- 
vious trUQslations as I did not ailreadjr know, though 
it seemed beat to avoid consulting them in any 
passfige till I had transUted it myself. The few 
plnccs in which I have been conaciouslj indebted to 
others hove been mentioned in the notes. . BcsidcB 
these, titei'e nre many other coincidences in expres- 
sion and rbyrae which might be detected by any one 
sharing my taste for that kind of reading, probably 
one or two in each poem : but as I believe them to 
be mere coinddenoes, I have not been at pnius 
either to avoid them or to call attention fo them. 
The only one of my predecessors in translating all 
the poems contuned in thU volume whom I need 
mention particularly is Mr. Howes. His book trne 
published posthumously in 1845 ; but though it is 
stated iu the prc&co to vmnt the author's last correc- 
tions, a good deal of it must have been written long 
before, as the translation of the Satires is announced 
ns nearly half finished in the introduction to a trans- 
lation of Fersius by the same author published in 
1S09, and some specimens given in the notes to 
that volume correspond almost c:tact1y uith the 
passages as they finally appear. Tito Iran^atiou 
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'of Porous ia a uoik of decided ability, but, in com- 
mon I am inclined to think with all the other IrAns- 
lations, fails to give an adequate notion of the 
characteristics of that rerj peculiar \vriter. The 
transktlon of the Horatian poema, on the other 
hand, eeoms to me on the whole undoubtedly 
successful, though, for whatever reason, its merits 
do not appear to have been recognized by the public. 
It is unequal, and it is too prolix : but when it is 
good, which is not seldom, it is very good, unforced, 
idiomatic, and felicitous. In one of its features, tlie 
habit of supplying connecting links to Konico's not 
unfrcqueutly disconnected thoughts, perhaps I should 
have done wisely to follow it more than I have 
done : hut the uiutter is one where a liue must ho 
dmwn, and I am not without apprehension ns it is 
that tlie scholar will sometimes blame me for intro- 
ducing what the general reader at anj rate may 
thank me foi'. I should bo glad if any notice 
which I may be fortunate enough to attract should 
go beyond my own work, and extend to a prede- 
cessor who, if he had published a few years earlier, 
ivhcn translatioria were of more account, could 
scarcely have failed to rank high among the eulti- 
vaturs of this hVancIi of literature. 
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THE SATIRES OF HORACE. 
BOOK I. 

SATIRE I. 
Qui fit, Mxeenas. 
r^OW cornea it, aay, Maecenas, if jou 
1 That none will live like a coutentcd 
Where choice or chauce dirccta, but each mast 

The folk who pass throagb life by other ways P 
"Those lucky merchants!" cries the soldier stout. 
When ycara of toil have well-nigh worn him oat: 
What says the merchaut, tossing o'er the brine ? 
" Yon soldier's lot is happier, sure, than mine i 
, One short, sharp shock, and presto ! all is done : 
I Death in an instant comes, or victory's won." 
The lawyer lands the fanner, when a knock 
Disturbs his sleep at crowing oC the cock : 
I The farmer, dragged to town on business, swears 
That only citizens arc free from cares. 
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I need not run t]irough bM : so loDg the list, 
Fabins himself would weary and deaist ; 
So take in brief mj meaning : just suppose 
Some God skoald come, and with their wishes 

close : 
" See, here am I, come down of my mere grace 
To right you ; soldier, take the merchant's place ! 
You, connsellor, the farmer's ! go your way, 
One here, one there ! None stirring ? all say nay * 
How now f you won't be happy when you may." 
Now, after thifi, would Jove be aught to blame 
If with both cheeks he burst into a flame. 
And vowed, when next they pray, they shall not 

find 
His temper easy, or his ear inclined f 

Well, not to treat things lightly (tbongh, for me, 
Why truth may not be gay, I cannot see : 
Just as, we know, judicious teachers coax 
With sugar-plum or cake their little folks 
To learn their alphabet) : — still, we will try 
A graver toue» aud lay our joking by. 
The man that with his plough subdues the land. 
The soldier stout, the vintner sly and bland, 
The venturous sons of ocean, all declare 
That with one view the toils of life they bear. 
When age has come, and labour has amassed 
Enough to live on, to retire at. last; .. 
E'en so t!ic ant (for no bad pattern alje), . ""■ 
Tliat tiny type of giaut industiy. 
Drags grain by grain, and adds it to the sum 
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Of her fiill heap, foreseeing oold to oomQ : 

Yet she, when winter tacna the year to ohill, 
Stira not an inch bejond her mooitded Vi\\ '"' 
Bnt ItveB upon her Bavings ; 70a, more bold. 
Ne'er quit your gain for fiercest heat or cold : 
Fire, ooeon, Bword, defying all, yon strive 
To make yourself the richest man aiiyo. 
Yet Where's the profit, if you hide by stealth 
In pit or covem yonr enormous wealth P 
" Why, once break in npon it, friend, you know. 
And, dwindling piece by pieoe, the whole will go." 
Bnt, if 'tis still unbroken, what delight 
Gan eJI that treasure gire to mort^ wight F 
Say, you've a million quarters on your floor : 
Your stomach is like mine : it holds no more : 
Jmit as the slave who "neath the bread-bag sweats 
No largeo' ration than hia fellows gets. 
What matters it to reasonable men 
Whether thc^ ploagh a hundred fields or ten F 
" But there's a pleasnre, spite of all you say. 
In a large heap from which to take away." 
If both contain the modicum we lelok, 
Why should your barn be better than my saokl 
Ton want a draught of water ; a mere urn,' 
Perolumce a goblet, well would serve yonr tnm: 
Yon say, " The stream looks scanty at its head ; 
111 take my quantum where tie broad instead." 
But what befalls the wight who yearns for more 
Than Nature bids him F down the waters pour. 
And whelm him, bank and all ; while he whose 
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Ib kept ia check, proportdoued to his need. 
He neither draws his water mixed with mad, 
Bor leaves his life behind hini in the flcod. 
Bat there's a olasa of persona, led astray 
"By &lBe d^ires, and this is what thej say : 
" Yon cannot have enough : what yoa posBeBS, 
That makes yonr vatae, be it more or leBS." 
What answer would you make to snch as these i 
Why, let them hug their miBery if they please, 
like the Athenian nuBer, who was wont 
To meet men's cnraea with a hero's front : 
" Folks hiss me," B^d he, " bat myself I clap 
When I tell o'er my treasnres on my lap." 
. 'So Tantalus catches at the waves that fiy 
/ Hi? thirsty palate — Laughing, are yonp whyp 
\Chinge but the name, of yoa the tale is told : 
/Too sleep, mouth open, on your hoarded gold; 
I Gold that you treat as sacred, dare not use, 
1 In fact, that charms you aa a picture does. 
Come, will you hear what wealth can fairly do P 
'Twill buy you bread, and yegetables too. 
And wine, a good pint measure : add to thlB 
Buch needAiI things aa flesh and blood would 

Sut to go road with watching, nights and days 
To stand in dread of thieves, fires, runaways 
Who filch and fly, — in these if wealth consist. 
Let me rank lowest on tbe paupers' liat. 
" But if you Buffer from a chill attack. 
Or other ohanoe should lay you on your hack, 
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Tou then hare oue who'll ait by your bed-iide. 

Will Bee the needful remedies applied. 

And call in a physician, to restore 

Tonr health, and give yon to your friends ono& 

Nor wife nor son deHires your welfare ; all 
Detest yon, jieighbonre, gOBsips, great and smalL 
What marvel if, when wealth's your one concern, 
None offers you the love yon never earn P 
Nay, would you win the Idnsmen Nature sends 
Made ready to your hand, aud keep them Mends, 
Twere but lost labonr, as if one should train 
A donkey for the oourse by bit and rein. 
f Moke then aa end of getting ; know, the more 
Yonr wealth, the less the risk of being poor ; 
And, having gained the object of your quest. 
Begin to slack your efforts and take rest ; 
Nor act like one tlminidiiis (never fear, 
The tale is short, and 'tis the last you'll hear), 
So rich, his gold he by the peck would tell. 
So mean, the slave that served him dressed as 

weU; 
E'en to his dying day he went in dread 
Of perishing for simple want of bread. 
Till a brave damsel, of Tyndarid line 
The tme descendant, clove htm down the chine. 
" What t would you have me live like some we 

Msenius orNomentanusP" There yon go! 

Still in extremes ! in bidding you forsake "-— — 
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A mieer'B ways, I e&j not, Be a rake. 
Twixt Tanais and YiselliaB' eire-in-law 
A atep there is, and broader than a Btraw. 
Tea, there's a mean in morals : life has linoB, 
To north or Bonth of which all virtna pines, / 

Now to reBnme our Bnbjeot : why, I boj^ 
Should each man aot the miser in Ids way, 
Btill discontented with Mb natural lot. 
Still praising those who have what he has not? 
Why should he waste with very spite, to Bee 
Hie neighbooT has a milkier cow than he,^ 
Ne'er think how mnch he's rioher than the maas. 
But always strive this man or that to pass P 
In Bach a contest, speed we as we may. 
There's some one wealthier ever ijj' the way. 
So from their base when Tying chariotB poor, 
Each driTer presses on the car before. 
Wastes not a thought on rivals overpast. 
But leaves them to lag on among the last. 
Henoe comes it that the man is rarely seen' 
Who owns that his a happy life has been. 
And, thankful for past blessingB, with good will 
Betires, like one who has enjoyed his filL 
Enoagh : you'll think I've rifled the scratore 
Of blind Crispinns, if I prose on more. 
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8ATIEE HL 
Omnibus hoe mUttm, ^ ' 



^^I^^L Biagere have a &iilt: if iwleed to ase 
|SfflS^ Their taleat among Mende, they nsvra 

Unaek'd, they ne'er leave off. Jnst snoh a one 

TigelliiiB was, Sardinia'e famone son. 

Cffisar, vfao conld have forced Viim to ob«ty, 

By hiB sire'B friendBhip and Mb own mi^t pray, 

Tet not draw forth a note : then, if the whim . 

Took him, he'd troll a Bacchanalian hymn, - 

From top to bottom of the tetrachord. 

Till the laBt conrBe waB set npon the board. 

One masB of inconBiBtence, oil he'd fly 

Ab if the foe were following in fall cry. 

While oft he'd Btalk with'a majeatio gait, 

Like Juno'a priest in ceremonial BtaM. 

Now, he would keep two hundred Berving-men, 

And now, a bare estabtiBbment of ten. 

Of kings and tetiHrchs with an equal's air 

He'd talk: next day he'd breathe the hermit'B 

" A table with three legs, a shell to hold 
, Uy salt, and olothea, though coarse, to keep ont 
cold." 
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Yet give this man, bo fragal, so content, 
A thousand, in a week 'twonld all be spent. 
All n^ht he would sit up, all daj wonld snore: 
Bo etnuige a jnmble ne'er was seen before. 
" Hold !" some one cries, " hare yoa no &iUng8 f" 

Tes; 
Failings enoagh, bnt diSbrent, nuybe lege. 
One day when Meenins happened to attack 
KoTinB the nBurer behind his back, 
"Do you not know yonrself?" said one, "or 

think 
That if yon play the stranger, we shall winkP" 
"Not know myself!" he answered, "yon say 

I do noC : so I take & stranger's dne." 

Self-lore like this is knaTish and absurd, 

An^ well deserves a damnatoiy word. 

Ton glance at your own faults; yonr eyes are 

Ton eye yonr nmgbbonr's ; stnughtway yon see 

like hawk or basilisk : yonr neighbours pry 
Into your frailties with as keen an eye. 
A roan is passionate, perhaps misplaced 
In social ciroles of itetidions taste ; 
Tf'" ill- trimmed beard, bis dress of nnoonth sl^la, 
TTia shoes ill-fitting, may provoke a smile : 
Bnt he's the soul of virtue ; bat he's kind ; 
Bnt that coarse body hides a mighl^ mind. 
Now, haviog scanned bis breast, inspect yonr own. 
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And Bee if tliere no &iliiigB have been sown 
"Bj Natnre or bj habit, as the fern 
Springs ia neglected fielda, for men to biUn. 
Trae love, ire know, is blind ; defects that 

blight 
The loved one's ohonns esoape the lorer's Bight, 
Naj, paBB for beaatieB, as Balbinns glows 
With admiration of hie Hagoa'a uose. 
Ah, if in friendahip we e'en did the same, 
And virtne cloaked tbe error with her name ! 
Oome, let as learn how friends at fHends sbonld 

look 
Bf.a leaf .taken from a lather's book. 
Has the dear child a aqnint ? at home he's classed 
With Tenns' aelf; "her eyes have just that 

caet:" 
Ib Iw a dwarf like SisTphnsP his sire 
Calls him " sweet pet,* and wonld not have him 

higher, 
Qives Tarns' name to knock-kneed bofB, and dobs 
His clnb-foot yonngater Soanms, king of clnbe. 
E'en so let oh oar neigbbonrs' frailties bcbb: 
A biend is olose ; call him a careful man : 
Another's vcdn and fond of boasting ; say. 
He talks in an engaging, fHendly way : 
A third is a barbarian, mde and free; ' 

Strtughtforward and conrageoos let him be : 
A fborth IB apt to break into a flame ; 
An ardent Bpirit— make we thdt his name. 
This is ^le sorerogn recipe, be sure, 
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To win men's haarta, and having won, aecnre. 

Bat tea put Tirtae down to vic«'a score, 
AJid foul tha Teesel that was clean before : 
See, here's a modest mac, who ranks too low 
, In his own judgment ; him we nickname slow ; 
Another, ever on hia guard, takes care 
No enemy shall catch him nnawaro 
(Small wonder, trnlj, in a world like this. 
Beset with dogs that growl and anakes that hiss); 
We tnm his merit to a fault, and etjle 
His prndenco mere disguiae, his caution guile. 
Or take some honest soul, who, full of glee, 
Bre^u on a patron's solitude, like me. 
Finds his Utecenas book in hand or dumb. 
And pokes him with remarks, the first that oome; 
We C17 " He tacks e'en common tact." Alaa I 
What hasty laws agtunst ourselveB we pass 1 
For none is born without his faults : the best 
Bat bears a lighter wallet than the rest. 
A man of genial nature, as is fair, 
My virtues with my vices^will compare. 
And, as with good or bad he fills the sc^e. 
Lean to the better side, should that previul : 
So, when he seeks my Mendahip, I will trim 
The wavering balance in my turn for him. 
He that has fears his bIot«beB may ofiend 
Speaks gently of the pimples of his Mend : 
For reciprocity exacts her dues. 
And they that need eionse must needs excuse. 

Sow, since resentment, spite of all we do, 
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TVill hannt us fools, and other vices too. 
Why should not reoeon use her own juat sense. 
And aqnare her panishmentB to each offence P 
Snppose a slave, ae he removes the diah. 
Licks the warm gravy or remains of fish, 
Bhonld his vexed master gibbet the poor lad. 
He'd be a second Labeo, staring mad. 
Nov take another instance, and remark 
A oase of madness, grosser and more stark. 
A friend has croaeed yon ; — 'tis a slight affair ; 
Not to forgive it writes yon down a bear ; — 
Yon hate the man and hie acquaintance fly. 
As Bnso's debtors hide from Bnso's eye; 
Poor viotims, doomed, when that blaok pay<day*B 

Unlras by hook or crook they raise the snm. 
To stretch their necks, like captives to the knife. 
And listen to dnll histories for dear lif& 
Say, he has dmnk too much, or Bmashod some 

Evander's once, inestimably rare. 
Or stretched before me, in his zeal to dine. 
To snatoh a chicken I had meant for mine ; 
What then ? is that a reason he shotdd seem 
Less pleasant, less deserving my esteem F 
How coold I treat him worse, were he to thieve, 
Betray a secret, or a tmst deceive P 

Your men of words, who rate all crimes alike, 
OolIapBO and founder, when on fk^t they strike: 
Sense, custom, all, cry ont agunst the thing, 
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And h^h expedience, right's persniiial epring. 
Wten men ftret crept from out earth'a vomb, like 

Dumb apeedilsBS creatnreB, with scarce hamKn 

With naale or doubled flats thej nued to fight 
For aoomB or for eleeping^holea at night; 
Olabs followed next; at laet to anaa thej came. 
Which growing practioe taagbt them how to 

Till words and namea were fonnd, wherewith to 

monld 
The BOnnds they uttered, and theax ihonghta un- 
fold; 
Thenceforth they left off fighting, and began 
To build them cities, gnarding man from man, 
And set np laws as barriers againat fltrifa 
That threatened peraon, property, or wife, 
Twaa fear of wrong gave birth to right, you'll find. 
If yea but search the records of mankind. 
Natnre knows good and evil, joy and grief, 
But jnat andunjnat are beyond her brief: 
Nor can philosophy, thongh finely apun, 
By atreae of logic prove the two things one. 
To strip yoar neighbonr'a garden of a flower 
And rob a shrine at midnight's solemn honr, 
A rule is needed, to apportion pain. 
Nor let you scourge when you ahonld only cans. 
For that you're likely to be overmild. 
And treat a mfiSan liVf a naughty child. 
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Of this there seems email danger, when joa say 
That theft's as bad as robbeij in its waj, 
AxiA vow all villains, great and small, Hball awing 
From the same tree, if men nil! make ;oa king. 
' Bat tell me. Stoic, if the wise, 70a teaoh, 
Is king, Adonis, cobbler, all and each. 
Why wish for what youVe got P " Ton fell to see 
"What great Chrysippns meaas by that," says he. 
" What though the wise ne'er shoe nor slipper made, 
The wise is etill a brother of the trade, 
Jnet as Hennogenes, when silent, still 
Bemaine a singer of consummate skilli 
As sly AlfeninB, when he hod let drop 
His implementa of art and shut np shop, 
Wae BtUl a barber, so the wise is best 
In every craft, a king's among the rest." 
Hail to your majeety 1 yet, ne'ertheless, 
Bnde boys are pulling at yonr beard, I gaeSB ; 
And now, unless your cudgel keeps them off. 
The mob begins to hustle, push, and BOOff ; 
Ton, all forlorn, attempt to st&nd at bay, 
And roar till your imperial lungs give way. 
Well, so we part : eaoh takes hia separate path: 
Ton make your progresa to yonr farthing bath, 
A king, with ne'er a follower in your trun, 
Except Crispinne, that distempered brain ; 
While I find pleasant Mends to screen me, when 
I chance to err, like other foolish men ; 
Bearing and borne with, so the change we ring, 
Krae blest as private folks than 70a as king. 
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^^® BATINUS, AristophaneB, and all 
o^^^ The elder comic poets, great and email, 
'^^a* If e'er a worthy in those andeut times 
Deserved peculiar notice for his orimeH, 
Adnlterer, cnt-throat, ue'er-do-well, or thief, 
Portrayed him without fear in strong relief. 
IVom these, as lineal heir, Lncilias springs. 
The same in all points save the tnue he sings, 
A shrewd keen satirist, jet somewhat hard 
And ragged, if jon view him aa a bard. 
I^or this was his mistake ; he liked to stand. 
One leg before him, leaning on one -hand, 
Ponr forth two hnndred vrtrsee in on himr. 
And think Bach readiness a proof of power. 
When like a torrent he bore down, yon'd find 
He left a load of refuse still behind : ' 
Flaent, yet indolent, he would rebel 
Against the toil of writing, writing uieti, 
Not writing much i for that I grant jon. See, 
Esre comes Crispinna, ^nts to bet with me. 
And offers odds ; " A meeting, if yon please ; 
Take we oar tablets each, yon thoae, I these ; 
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'Sesna place, Rnd time, and nrnpires : let ns tij 
Who can compoee the faster, 70a or I." 
Thank Heavea, that formed me of nnfertile mind, 
Hj speech not copiona, and mj thonghta con. 

fined! 
Bnt 70n, be like the belloirfi, if 7011 chooee, 
Still puffing, puffing, till the metal faBe, 
And vent yonr nindy nothinge with a sonnd 
That makes the depth they oome from BeerJ pro- 
found, ^ 
Hapiy ia Fannins, with immortals claseed. 
His bnet and bookcase canonized at last. 
While, as for me, none reads the things I write. 
Loath as I am in public to recite, 
Knowing that satire finds small &vonr, since 
If ost men want whipping, and who want it, wince. 
Choose from the crowd a casual wight, 'tie seen 
He's place-hunter or miser, vain or mean : 
One i»Tee of others' wives : one stands agase 
At silver dishes ;' bronze is Albins' erase : ^\ ' 
Another barters goods the whole world o'er. 
From distant east to farthest western shore. 
Driving along like dnst-cloud through the air 
To increase his capital or not impair : 
These, one and all, the clin^ of metre fiy. 
And look on poets with a dragon's eye. 
" Beware ! he's vicioas : ho he pains his end, 
A selfish laugh,, he will not spare qfnend: 
Whate'er he scrawls, the mean malignant n^ae 
Is all aUve to get it into vogue : 



c.Coo^lu 



/: 



16 BOOK I. 

Give him e, hiHSie, and jonr tale is kncM^ 
To every ^ggling boy and mftan^^i^F^crono." 
A weighty aconsation. ! now, permit 
Some few brief words, and I will answer it : 
FftBt, be it understood, I make no oladm 

l^To rank with those who bear a poef a name : 
'Tis not enough to turn out lines complete, 

|Eao)i with ite proper quantum of five feet ; 

f Colloquial verse a man may write like me, 
"Y But (trust aa author) 'tis not poetry. 
No ; keep that uam« for genius, for a aonl 
Of Heaven's own fire, for words that grandly roll. 
Hence some have questioned if the Unse we oall 
The Comio Muse be really one at all : 
Her subject ne'er aspires, her style ne'er glows, 
And, save that she talks metre, she talks prose. 
" Aye, but the angry fother shakes the «tage. 
When on his graceless sou he pours his rage, 
Who, smitten with the mistress of the hour, 
Begeots a well-bom wife with EHuple dower, 
GFets drunk, and (worst of all) in public sight 
Beels with a blazing flambean while tis light." 
Well, could Fomponina' sire to Ufa return, 
Think yon he'd rate his son in tones less stem f 
So then 'tig not suffident to cambiue 
WeU-ohosMt words, in a well-ordered line, 
Wbsa, take away the rhythm, the self-siune worda 
Would suit an angry father off the boards. 
Strip what I write. Or what Lucilias wrote, 
Of cadence and suocession, time and note. 
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BeTerse the order, pat thoee words behind 
That went before, no poetrj joa'll find: 
Bat break ap this, " When Battle's brazen door 
Blood-boltered DiacQrd firom its faateninga tore," 
'Tib Orpheus mangled bj the Mfenads : stiU 
The bard remaicH, nnlirab him e.a yoa will. 

'Enongb of this ; BOme other time weTl see I "? ■ *- 
If Satire is or is not poetry : _ -^ j 

To-day I take the qaestion, if 'tis jnst 
That men like yon should view it with distrast. 
Snlcins and CaprinB promenade in force. 
Each with his papers, Timlently hoarse. 
Bugbears to robbers both : bnt he that's true 
And decent-living may defy the two. 
Say, you're first cousin to that goodly pair 
Cmlins and Birrins, and their foibles share : 
No Snloina nor yet Capiiaa here yon sea 
In yonr unworthy servant: why fear me? 
No books of mine on staJl or counter stand. 
To tempt Tigellins' or some clammier hand. 
Nor read I save to Mends, and that when pressed, 
Not to chance auditor or casual guest 
Others are less faetidions : soma will air 
Their liet prodaction in the public square ; 
Some choose the bath-room, for the walla all round 
Make the voice sweet«r and improve the Bound : 
( Weak brains, to whom the question ne'er ocourredl 
(If what they do be vain, ill-timed, abaurd. J 

" Bnt you give p^ : your habit is to bite," 
Bqcnna the foe, " of sot deliberate spite." 
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Who broached that slander? of the men 1 know, 
With whom I live, have any told yon so P 
He who malignB an absent friend's fair fame. 
Who Baya no word for him when others blame. 
Who conrts a reckleHB laugh by random hits, 
Jnst for the sake of ranking among wite, 
Who feigns what he ne'er saw, a eecret blabs, , 

Beware him, Boman I that man steals or stabs ! 
Oft yon may see three cooohes, four on each. 
Where all are wincing under one man's speech, 
AH, BAve the host : his torn too comes at last, 
When wine lets loose the hnmoor shame held 

fost: 
And yon, who hate malignity, can see 
Nought hero bnt pleasant talk, well-bred and free. 
I, if I ohanoe in langhing vein to note 
Bnflllus' civet and Oar^ninB* goat, 
'HLoBt I be toad or scorpion t Look at home : 
Suppose Petillins' theft, the talk of Borne, 
Named in your presence, mark how yon defend 
In your accnetomed strain joar absent friend : 
" PetdlliaB F yes, I know him well : in tnith 
We have been iHenda, companions, e'en from 

A thousand times he's served me, and I joy 
That he can walk the streets withont imnoy : 
Yet 'tis a pnszle, I confess, to me 
How ftom that same aS'air he got off free." 
Here is the poison-bag of malioe, here 
The gall of fell detraotioii, pure and sheer : 
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And these, I swear, if man such pledge mtty give. 
My pen and heart shall keep fi-om, while I liye. 

But if I etill seem personal and bold. 
Perhaps yon'll pardon, when my story's told. 
When my good father tanght me to be good, 
Soareorowa he took of living flesh and blood. 
Thne, if he warned me not to spend bat spare 
The moderate means I owe to his wise oare, , 

'TwaB, " See the life that son of Albiua leads ! V '( ■ C/,. 
Obseire that Barrns, Tilest of ill weeds ! 
FltunbeacoiiBtheBeforheedlesBjoDth, whose taste 
Might lead them else a fair estate to waste :" 
If lawless love were what he bade me shun, 
" Avoid Soetaniufl' slongh," his words would run : 
" Wise men," he'd add, " the reasons will explain " 
Why yoa shoold follow this, from that Tefrain ; 
For me, if I can train you in the ways 
Trod by the worthy folks of earlier days. 
And, while you need direction, keep your name 
And life unspotted, I've atttuned my aim : 
When riper years have seasoned brain and limb, 

Ton'll drop your corks, and like a Triton swim.^ 

"Twas thus he formed my boyhood : if he so^ht 
To make me do some action that I onght, ■^ 
" TonBeeyonrwarrantthere,"he'dsay, anu-denoh 
His word with some grave member of the bencli ; 
So too with things forbidden : " con you doulit 
The deed's a deed an honest man should scont. 
When, JQst for this same matter, these and those. 
Like open dnuns, are stinking'neathyoar noseF" 
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Sick glnttniis of a next-door fYmeral hear, 
And leom Belf-maater^ in the school of fear : 
And BO a neighbonr'B scandal mKuy a time 
Has kept yonng minda &om mnning into crime. 

Thna I grew np, nnatained t^ serious ill, 
Thongh venial &nlts, I grant yon, hannt me etill : 
Yet items I ooold name retrenched e'en there 
B; time, plain speaking, individnal oare ; 
For, when I chance to stroll or lonnge alone, 
I'm not withont a Mentor of mj own : 
" This course were better; that mighthelp to mend 
My daily life, improve me as a friend ; 
There some one showed iU-breedtng: can I say 

il might not fall into the like one day f " 
So with closed lips I ruminate, and then' 
In leiaore moments play with ink and pen : 
For that's an inBtaoce, I mnst needs ^tow. 
Of those small faolts I hinted at just nny : 
Grant it yonr prompt indnlgence, or a throng 
Of poets shall comenp. ^ome hnndred strong. 
And by mere numbers, in yonr own despite, 
Force yoo, like J^ws, tb be oar proselyte. 
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Egreegwn magna. 

^^t^jCBAVlNG greatBome, mj joam^ I begJBi 
^JM^^ And reach Aricift, where a moderate'lnii 
vhS^ (With me wm HaUodoma, who knoW,B 

more ^-. 

Of rhetoric than e'er did Graek before) : 
Next Appii Pomm, flUed, e'en nigh to choke. 
With knavish pnblicana and boatmen folk. 
This portion of onr roate, which most get throogh 
At one good stretch, we chose to split in two. 
Taking it Jeisnrely : for those who go 
The Appian road are jolted less when slow. 
I find the water villanoas, decline 
HLj Biomaoh'B orertnrea, reAiae to dine, 
And ait and ait with temper leaa than aweet 
Watching mj fellow-traTellera while thej eat. 
Now Night prepared o'er all the earth to apread 
Her Tail, and light the atara np overhead ; 
Boatmen and BlaveB a alanging-matoh begin : 
"Hoi pat in here 1 What I take three hundred in? 
Ton'll ewamp na all ;" bo, while onr faroa we pay, 
Aiid the mnle'a tied, a whole honr slipa away. 
No hope of sleep : the tenants of the marah. 
Hoarse frogs and ahriU moaqaitos, aing ao harah. 
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While passenger and boatmao. ch&nt the praise 
Of th«r trae-lovea in amcebean lays, 
Each fairlj drank ; the passenger at last 
Tires of the game, and soon his ejes are fast : 
Then to a stone his mTtle the boatman moors. 
Leaves her to pastore, lays tiim down, and Bnorea, 
And DOW 'twas near the dawning of the Any, 
When 'tis discovered that we make no wwy: 
Ont leaps a hair-brained fellow and attacks 
With a stoat cudgel mule's and boatman's backs 
And so at length, thanks to this vigorons fiiend. 
By ten o'clock ire reach oar boating's end. 
Tired with the voyage, bee and hands we lave 
In pare Feronia's hospitable wave. 
We take some food, then cree{> three miles or so 
To Anxnr, built on olifis that gleam like snow ; 
There rest awhile, for there onr mates were dne, 
IdiecenaB and Cocceius, good" and tme, 
Sent on a weighty bneiness, to compose 
A fond, and make them fHends who late were foes 
I seize on the occasion, and apply 
A tooch of ointment to an ailing eye. 
Meanwhile Mscenas with Cocceins oame, 
And Capita whose errand was the same, 
A man of men, accomplished and refined. 
Who knew, as few have known, Antonias' mind. 
Along by Pandi neit we take onr way 
For all its preotor sought to make us stay, 
Not without laughter at the foolish soul. 
Boa flolatorial stripe and pan of coaL 
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Then at Mnmarra's raty we pall up. 

Lodge with Morena, with Fonteioe sup. 

Next mom the *BniituiBeB,0 how sweet I 

At SinnesBa we with Rotins meet, 

TariuB Bikd Yir^ ; men than whom on earth 

I know none dearer, none of purer worth. 

what a hand-ahaking 1 while sense abides, | r.^ '- 

A n^end to me is worth the world besideB, | , 

C&mpania'B border-bridge next day we crossed. 

There housed and rictutklled at the public cost. 

' The next, we tarn off early fhim the road 
At Capua, and the mnles lay down their load; 
There, while McecenaB goes to fives, we creep, 
yirgil and I, to bed, and bo to sleep : 

, For, though the game's a pleasant one to play, 
Weak stomachs and weak eyes are in the way. 
Then to Cocceius' conntry-house we come. 
Beyond the Caudian inns, a sumptuous home. 
Now, Hnse, recount the memorable fight 
Twirt valiant Messius and Sarmentus wight. 
And tell me first from what prond lineage sprung 
The championsjoinedin battle, tongae with tongue. 
From Oscan blood great Measins* sires derive : 
Sarmentus has a mistress yet alive. 
Snoli was their parentage : tiey meet in force ; 
Sarmontns starts : " You're jnst like a wildkorse." 
We burst into a laugh. The other said, 
" Well, here's a horse's trick :" and tossed hk head. 
" 0, were your horn yet growing, how yonr foe 
Would rue it, sure, when maimed you threaten so !" 
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Sarmentas cries ; for Measms' brow was marrod 
Vij a deep wound, whioh left it foully scwred. 
Then, jokmg etill at his grim connteniuioe, 
He begged Ikim jaet to dance the Cjclop dance : 
No bnaldn, mask, nor other >ud of art 
Would be required to make him look hia part, 
Meseins bod mnoh to answer : " Waa his chain 
Suspended dalj in the Imkh* fane F 
Though now a notary, he might yet be eeized 
And given up to his miBtreeB, if she pleased. 
Kay, more," he asked, " why had he run away. 
When e'en a single pound of oorn a day 
HadaUedamawBOBlcnderP" So we spent 
Our time at table, to our high content. 

Then on to Beneventom, where onr host, 
Ab some lean thmsheB he essayed to roast, 
Was all but bomt : for up the chimney came 
The hlMe, and well nigh set the house on flame ; 
The gnestB and Bervants snatch the meat, andfaU 
Upon the fire with buckets, one and all. 
Next rise to view Apulia's well-known heights. 
Which keen Atabnins so sorely bites : 
And there perchance we might be wandering yet, 
Bnt Bhelter in Trivicnm's town we get. 
Where green damp branches in the firep1e«e spread 
Uake onr poor eyes to water in onr head. 
Then four and twenty miles, A good long way. 
Oar coaches ttUce ns, in a town to stay 
Whose name no art can squeeze into a line, 
Thongh otherwise 'tis easy to define: 
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For water there, the cheapest thing on ewth, 
la Bold fbr monej : but the bread is worth 
A t&ncj price, fuid traTellers who know 
-Thar bnsinees take it with them when they go : 
Ftfr at Oannsinm, town of Biomed, 
The drink's as bad, and grits are in the bread. 
Here to onr sorrow Varins takes his leave, 
And, grieved himself, compels his Mends to grieve. 
Fatigued, we come to Kabi ; for the way 
Was long, and rain had made it sodden clay. 
Ifeit day, with better weather, o'er worse ground 
We get tn Barimn's town, where fish abound. 
Then Gnatia, bnilt in water-nymphs* despite, 
Made ns cat jokes and laugh, as well we might, 
Listening to tales of incense, wondrous feat, 
That melts in temples without fire to heat. 
Tell the crazed Jews anoh miracles as these 1 / ' , ,' 
I hold the gods live lives of careless ease, ; 
And, if a wonder happens, don't assume j . 
'Tia sent in anger from the upstturs room. ' 
Last comes Bmndusium ; there the lines I penned. 
The leagues 1 travelled, find Edike their end. 
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Son quia, Mascenas. 
^^ji^HAT if, Mieoenaa, none, though ne'er bo 

S^ai^wlt^ Hie Tosco-Lydiaa blood, Barpaesea jou P 
What if fonr grand&thers, oa either hand, 
Fftther'e and mother's, were in high commtuidP 
Not therefore do yoa carl the lip of scorn 
At aobodiea, like me, of freedmiui bora : 
Fur other rule is yours, of rank or birth 
To raise no qnestion, so there be bat worth, 
Coavinced, aad truly too, that wights nnknown, 
Ere Servias' rise set freedmen on the throne. 
Despite their aacestors, not seldom came 
To high employment, honoars, and fair &me. 
While great Lravinus, scion of the race 
That pnlled down Tarqaia from hia pride of place, 
Haa' ae'er been valued at a poor half-crown 
E'en in the eyes of that wise judge, the town. 
That muddy scarce of dignity, which sees 
No virtue but in busts and lineal trees. 

Well, but for us; what thoughts should ours 
be, say, 
E«inoYed from vulgar jnc^ments miles away ? 
Grant that LieTinuB yet would be preferred 
To low-bom Decins by the oommon herd. 
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Thftt c^asor Appios, just bccaiiBe I came 
From freedman'B Icnns, nonld obelize mj name^ 
. And serve me right ! for 'twaa my restleBB pride 
Kept me &om sleeping in my own poor hide. 
Bnt Olorj, like a conqaeror, drags behind 
Her glittering car the eonls of all mankind ; 
Nor lesB the lowly than the noble feels 
The onward roll of those Tictorions wheels. 
Gome, tell me, Tillins, have yon canae to thank 
The stars that gave yon power, restored yon rank p | 
Ill-will, Boame aadible in low' estate, J 

GiveB tongne, and opens londly, now yon're great. ',i 
Poor fools I they take the stripe, draw on the 

shoe. 
And hear folks asking, " Who's that fellowF whoP " 
Jnst as a man with Barms's disease. 
His one sole care a lady's eye to please. 
Whene'er he walks abroad, sets on the fair 
To con him over, leg, fikce, teeth, and hair; 
So he that undertakes to hold in charge 
Town, conntry, temples, all the realm at large. 
Gives all the world a title to enqnire 
The antecedents of his dam or sire. 
" What P yon to twist men's necks or sconrgo 

them, yon, 
The son of Syrns, Bama, none knows who P" 
" Ayei hat I sit before my colleague) he 
Banks with my worthy father, not with me." 
And think yon, on the strength of this, to rise 
A Panllns or Uossala in onr ^es F 
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Talk of jaox oolloE^ne ! he's a man of parts : 
SappoBe three ftmerals jostle witk ten carts 
All in the fnmm, Btill you'll hear hie vcace 
Throogh horn and clarion : that oommraids oar 
choice. 
Nttw on myself, the fireedman'a eon, I tonch. 
The freedman's son, by all oontenmed aa Buch, 
Onoe, when a legion followed my coifimand, 
Now, whon MsBCenaB takes me by the hand. ' 
Bnt this and that are different : some stem judge 
My nulitaiy rank with oanBe might gradge, 
Bnt not your friendahip, atndionB as you've been 
To choose good men, not pnahing, base, or mean. 
In troth, to Inck I care not to pretend. 
For 'twas not Inck that mark'd me for yonr 

Yirgil at first, that faithf\il heart and trae, 

And Yarins after, named my name to yon. 

Brought to yonr presence, atammeringly I told 

(For modesty forbade me to be bold) 

No vaunting tele of ancestry of pride. 

Of good broad acres and sleek nags to ride. 

But simple truth : a few brief words you say, 

Ab ie yonr wont, and wish me a good day. 

Then, nlno months after, gracionsly you send. 

Desire my company, and hail me friend. 

O, 'tis no cominon fortune, when one earns 

A friend's regard, who man from man diBoems, 

Not by more accident of lofty birth 

Bat by ongaUied life, nud inborn worth ! 
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Yet, if mj nature, otherwiBe correct. 
Bat with some few and trifilng-&alts is flecked, 
Jaat as a spot or mole might be m blame 
npoa Bome bodj elae of comely fhune. 
If aoae can call me miserlj and meaa 
Or tax my life with practices andean. 
If I have lived nuBtaiiied and nnreproved 
(Forgive self-praise), if loving and beloved, 
I owe it to my father, who, thoogL poor. 
Passed by the village school at hia own door, 
The school where great tc^l arohins in a row. 
Sons of great tall centnriona, naed to go. 
With slate and satchel on their backs, to pay 
Their monthly qnota ponctual to the day, 
And took his boy to Bome, to leam the arts 
Which knight or senator to hit impEvts. 
Whoe'er had seen me, neat and more than neat. 
With slaves behind me, in the crowded street. 
Had sorely thought a fortune fbir and large. 
Two generations old, snstiuned the charge. 
Himself the true tried guardian of his son. 
Whene'er I went to class, he still made one. 
Why lengthen ont the tale P he kept me chaste. 
Which is the crown of virtae, tmdisgraced 
In deed and name : he feared not lest one day 
The world shonld talk of money thrown away, 
If after all I plied some trade for hire. 
Like him, a tax-collector, or a orier : 
Nor had I mnrmnred : as it is, the score 
Of gratitude and {naiae is all the more. 
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'So : while mj head's nntDmed, I ne'er Bball need 
To blneh for that dear father, or to plead 
Ab men oft pleads 'tis Natore's fault, not mine, 
I came not of a better, worthier line. 
Not thns I speak, not thas I feel ; the plea 
Might serve another, bttt 'twere base in me. 
Should Pate this moment bid me to go back 
O'er all my length of years, my life retrack 
To its first honr, and pick oat snoh descent 
As man might wish for e'en to pride's content, 
I should rest satiefied with mine, nor choose 
ITew parents, decked with senatorial shoes, 
Mad, most would think me, sane, as you'll allow. 
To wuve a load ne'er thrust on me till now. ' 
More gear 'twould make me get withont delay. 
More bows there'd be to make, more calls to pay, 
\ A Itiend or two mnat still be at my side. 
That all alone I might not drive or ride. 
More nags would want thrir corn, more grooms 

their meat. 
And wagons must be bought, to save their feet. 
Now on my bobtailed mnle I jog at ease. 
Ah far as e'en Tarentnm, if I pleaae, 
A wallet for my things behind me tied. 
Which galls his crupper, as I gall his side, 
And no one rates my meanneaa, as they rate 
Yours, noble Tillina, when you ride in state 
On the Tibnrtine road, five slaves en note, 
Wineholder and et-ceteras all complete. 
. Tia thas my life is happier, man d pride. 
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Than yoars and that of half the world faeaide. 
When the whim leads, I eoanter forth alone, 
Aek how are herbe, and what ie flonr a stone. 
Lounge throngh the Circna with its crowd of liars. 
Or in the Foram, when the son retires, 
Talk toa soothsajer, then go home to seek 
Mj frugal meal of fritter, vetch, and leek : 
Three yoangsters sel'Te the food ; a elab of whito 
Contuns two cups, one ladle, clean and biight : 
Nest, a cheap basin ranges on the shelf, 
With jng and saucer of Gampanian delf : 
TSien off to bed, where I can clone my eyes 
Not thinking how with morning I mnet rise 
And face grim Marsyas, who is known to swear 
Young Novins' looks are what he cannot hear. 
I lie a-bed till ten .- then stroll a bit. 
Or read or write, if in a silent fit. 
And mb myself with oil, not taken whence 
Natta takes his, at some poor lamp's expense. 
So to the field and ball j but when the snn 
Bids me go bathe, the field and ball I shim ; 
Then eat a temperate Inncheon, jnst to stay 
A sinking stomach tiU the close of day. 
Kill time in-doors, and ho forth. Here yon see 
A careless life, from stir and striving free. 
Happier [0 be that flattering unction mine !) 
Thfm if three (lOEBstors figored in my line. 
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pT08(H/pti Regis S/apUi. 

^n^S^ W mongrel Ferains managed to ontsttng 
ra@u '^^^ pongent proacript, fool Bupilios 
B«SS« King, 

la kno^ni, I teke it, to each wight that drope 
Oil on blettred eyee, or lolla in barberB' shops. 

Persius was rich, a man of great affairs, 
Steeped to the lipB in monetary cares 
Down at Olazomsna : and some dispute 
Twixt him and King had festered to a suit. 
Tongh, pnshing, lond was he, with power of hate 
To beat e'en King's ; so pestilent hia prate. 
That BamiH and Siaenna 70a would find 
Left in the running leagues and leagues behindF 
Well, to return to Slug : th^ quickly see 
Tbej cant agree except to disag;ree : 
For 'tis a role, that wrath is short or long 
Jast as the combatants are weak or strong : 
'Twixt Hector and MadAtiB the Btri& 
Was tmceless, mortal, could bat end with life. 
For this phun reason, that in either wight 
The tdde of valour glowed at its full height ; 
Whereas, if two poor cravens chance to jaa. 
Or if an ill-matched conple meet in war, 
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Iiike Diomede and Glancus, straight the worse 
Gives in, Olid presents are exchanged of coarse. 

Well, in the dajs when Bmtns held oommand. 
With prtetor's rank, o'er Asia's wealthy land, 
Persius and Eing engage, a goodly pair. 
Like BithaB matched with Eacchius to a hair. 
Keen as sharp steel, before the court thoy go. 
Each in himself as good as a whole show, 

Persius begins : amid the general laugh 
He pnuses Bmtns, praises Bmtus' staff, 
Bmtus, the healthful sun of Asia's sphere. 
His staff, the minor stars that bless the year, 
All, save poor King ; a dog-star be, the sign 
To brmers inauspicions and malign ; 
So roaring on he went, like wintry flood. 
Where axes seldom come to thin the wood. 

Then, as he thundered, King, Pneneste^bred, 
Hurled vineyard slang in handfuls at his head, 
A tough grape -gatherer, whom the pasaer-by 
, Could ne'er put down, with all his cuckoo cry. 

Sluiced with Italian vinegar, the Greek 
At length vociferates, " Bmtus, let me speak ! 
Ton are onr great king-killer : why delay 
To kill this King P I vow 'tis in your way." 



C.Google 



/ SATIRE IX. 

Ibam forte Via Saera. 

T^^^LONO the Sacred Boad I strolled one day, 
^^1^^ Deep in Bome bagatelle (7011 know mj 

Wtennp comes one whose name I scarcely knew — 
" The deftreet of dear fellows ! how d'ye dop" 
He grasped my hand — " Well, thanks ; the same 

Then, as he slall kept walking by my side. 

To cut things short, " Ton've no commands 'f " I 

" Nay, yon shoald know me : Tm a man of lore." 
" Sir, I'm your humble servant all the n(ore.'' 
All in a fret to make him let me go, 
I now walk fast, now loiter and walk slow, 
Now whisper to my servant, while the sweat 
Ban down so fast, my very feet were wet. 
1 " had I but a tempef worth the name. 
Like yours, Bolanns I" inly I exclaim. 
While he keeps running oil at a hand-trot. 
About the town, the streets, I know not what. 
Finding I made no answer, " Ah ! I see, 
You're at a strait to rid yoiirsell' of me ; 
Bat 'tis no Dse : Pm a tenaciauB friend, 
And mean to hold yon till your journey's end." 
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"'No need to take 70a such a roaud: I go 
To visit an Ebcqnaiutance you don't kuow : 
Poor man ! he's ailing at Kis lodging, far 
Beyond the bridge, where CseBar'H gardens are." 
" 0, never mind : I've nothing else to do. 
And want a walk, ho I'll step on with yon." 
- Down go my ears, in donkey-fashion, straight ; 
Yon'Teseen themdoit, when their load's too groat. 
" If I mistake not," he bogina, " you'll find 
Viscna not more, nor Varius, to yoiir mind ; 
.There's not aman can turn a verse so booq, 
Or dance so nimldy when be hears a tane : 
While, as for singing--ab I my forte is there ; 
l^llins' self might envy me, I'll swear." 

He paused for breath : Ifalteringly strikein: 
"Haveyon a mbtber? have you kith or kin 
To whom yonr life is preciouB ? " " Not a sonl : 
My line's extinct ; I have interred the whole." 
O happy they ! (so into thought I fell) 
After life's endless babble they sleep well : 
My turn is next : dispatch me : for the weird 
Has come to pass which I so long have feared, 
The fatal weird a Sabine beldame snng, 
All in my nnrsery daysj when life was yonng : 
" No eworA. nor poison e'er shall take him off, 
TSat gout, nor pleurisy, nor racking coUgh : 
A babbling tongue shall kill htm :^ let him fly 
Al! talkers, as he wishes not to die." 

We got to Vesta's temple, and the sun 
Told QB ft quarter of the day was done. 
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It chanoed he had a suit, and was booad fast 

Either to moke appearamn or be caBt. 

"Step here a momeat, if you love me." "Kay; 

I know no law : 'twould hnrt my health to«tay : 

And then, my calL" " I'm donbting what to do. 

Whether to give my lawsnit up or you, 

"Me, pray!" "Iwillnot." On he etridee again : 

I follow, unreBieting, in his train. 

" How Stand you with MfficenaaF" hebegAn: 
" He picks his friends with nare ; a shrewd wise 

In fact, I take it, one could hardly (^ime 

A head so oool in life's exciting game. 

'Twould be a good deed done, if you ocmld throw 

Your servant in his way ; I mean, you know, 

JuBt to play seoond : in a mouth, I'll swear. 

You'd make an end of every rival there," 

" 0, yoa mistake : we don't live there in let^ue: 

I know no house more sacred from intrigue : 

I'm never distanced in my friend's good graoe 

By wealth or talent: each man finds his place;" 

' ' A miracle ! if 'twere not told by you, 

I scarce should credit it." " And yet 'tis tme." 

" Ah, well, you doable my desire to rise 

To spedal favour with a man so wise." 

" You've but to wish it : 'twill be your own fault. 

If, with your nerve, yon win not by ass^t: 

He can be won : that puts him on his guard. 

And so the first approach is always hard." 

"Ko fear of me, sir: a jndioiona bribe 
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Will work a vouder witli the menial tribe ; 
Say, rm refused admittance for to-day ; 
m watch my time ; I'll meet liim in the Wt?, 
Escort him, dog him. In this world of ours 
The path to what we want ne'er mna on flowers." 

'Mid all this prate there met uh, as it fell, 
Ariglius, my good {Hend, who knew him well. 
-We Btop : mqnineB tUid replies go round ; 
"Where do yon hail fromp" "Whither are you- 

bound f" 
There as he Btood, impaasive as a clod, 
i pnll at hifl limp arms, firown, wink, and nod. 
To nrge him to release me. With a smile 
He feigns strapidity : I bum with bile. 
" Something there was you Bwd you wished to tell 
To me in private," " Ay, I mind it well ; , . 

Bat not jnat now : 'tis a Jews' iest to-day : 
Aflront a sect so touchy I nay, friend, nay." 
" Faith, I've no scruples." " Ah ! but Tve a few ; 
I'm weak, yon know, and do as others do : 
Some other time : ezouse me." Wretched me ! 
That ever man so black a sun should eee I 
Off goes the rogue,' and leaves me in despair. 
Tied to the altar, with the knife in air: 
When, by rare chance, thepliuntiff in the suit 
EnooksTtpagtunstnB; "Whithernow.yottbmteP" 
He roars like .thunder : then to me : " Tou'U stand' • 
My witness, sirf " " My ear's at your command." 
Off to the conrt he drags him : shouts succeed : 
A mob collects .- thank Fhcebus, I am freed. 
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Ncmpe incomposito. 

SJES, I ^d say that, -view him as a btayi, 
H LnciliiiB IB nnrhythmic, rugged, hard. 
} a partiEaa ao weak of brom 
a fact so plain P 
Bat that he had a gift of biting wit. 
In the same page I hastened to adioit. 
- M— HMtlerstand me : that's a point canfeesed ( 
'SRt'fa»-who grants it grants not all the rest : 
a bard a bard becaase he's emart, 
nimes ware prodnota of high art. 
'Tib not enough to make your reader's face 
Wear a broad grin, though that too liaa its place : 
TeraeneBB there wants, to make the thought ring 

Nor with a crowd of words confaae the ear ; 
There wanta a ptaatic style, now grave, now light, 
Now such as bard or orator would write. 
And now the languE^e of a well-bred man, . 

Who maaks his atreugth, and says not all he can'T^S^ 
/ And pleaaantry wUt often cut clean throngh 
' Hard knots that gravity would Bcarje undo. 
On this the old comedians rested : henoo 
They're still the models of all men of sense. 
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Despite Tigellins » 

Ib CfttT na Bud n)i.faillni^ all daj long. '/ ' 

" But sarelj that's a merit quite unique, 
His gift of mixing Latin np with Greek." 
Uniqne, you laga in lethming P what f a knack 
Caught by Pitholeon with hie hybrid clack P 
" ^ay, but the miztnre gives the style more 

grace, 
Ab Chian, pins Fatemian, htw more race." 
Come, tell me truly ; lb this rule applied 
To verae-makiiig by yon, and nought beside. 
Or would you practise it, when called to plead 
For poor Fetillius, at his direst need? 
Forsooth, you choose that moment, to disown 
Yonr old forefathers, Latin to the bone. 
And while great Pedius and CorTinuB strain 
Against you in pure Latin lungs and brain, 
Like double-tongaed Cannsian, try to speak 
A piebald speech, half native and half Greek I 
- Once when, though bom on this aide of the sea, 
I tri ed m^ hand at AttiD-pasSlt ' 
Qiurinns warned me, rising to njy view 
An hour past midnight, just when dreiuns are 

troe: 

" Seek yott the throng of Grecian bards to swell P 

Take sticks into a forest jnst as well." 

80, while Alpinus spills his Memnon'a blood. 

Or giyes hi^ Bhin e a headpiece of brown mud, 

I toy with trifles saob as this, unmeet 

At Tarpa'a grave tribunal to compete. 
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Or, monthed by well-graced actors, be the rage 
Of mobs, and bold poaBeeaion of the stage. 

No hand can match FrmdauiTiB at a piece 
Where slave and mistress clip an old man's 

Follio in baskiaB cbanfs the deeds of kinga : 
Vftrius ontsoarB na all on Homer'H wings : 
The Muse that loves the woodlftnd aud the farm 
. To Virgil lends her gayest, tendercBt charm. 
"K* For me, this walk of satire, vainly tried 
By Atacinns and BOme few beside, 
£est a&ita my gait : yet readily I yield 
To him who firet set footstep on that field, 
HotmeaDJjBeek.lorobhimof thebay _^ 
That ehowB bo comely on hia locks of grey. ' 

Well, bnt I called him ipnddy, said yoa'd find 
More Band than gold in what he leaves behind. 
And yon, sir Oritio, does your finer sense 
In Homer mark no matter for ofienceP 

(Or e'en Lnoilins, our good-natured friend, 
Sees he in Aodua nought he ftun would mendp 
Doea he not laugh at Ennius' halting verse, 
'Tet own himself no better, if not worse ? 
And what should hinder me, as I peruse 
Lnoilius' works, from aaking, if I choose. 
If fate or chance forbade him to attain 
A smoother measure, a more finished strain. 
Than he (yoall let me &ncy auoh a man) 
Who, anxious only to make sense and Bcan, 
Pours forth two hundred verses ere he saps. 
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Two hundred more, on rising from his caps ? 
Like to Etmscaa CasBias' stre&m of eong, 
Which flowed, men eaj, bo copioQB aad so stronf^ 
That, when he, died, hia kinsfolk simplj laid 
His works in ord«r, and hie pyre was made. 
N'o; (p-ft"*-. Tin.cilius arch, ehjijaRtn g, ttay; 

^Grant him the smoothest writer of his da; ; 
LiOy. stress- upon. the &ct that he'd to soak i 

Tn hi s o w D-mmdwhat others fiodin. Gceek ; 
Grant all j;oa please, in torn, yoa umstallow. 
Had fate postponed his li& &om theu-.to now, 
Tfa'il pmna redgndftnciflB, apply the file 
Tgeapb. {iT(irM<wniiP. that deforms his style. 
Oft in the puigs of labour Borate hi« head. 
And bi tehis nails, and bite themi, dU.^y bled. J?y 
Oh yes I believe me, yon mnat draw yonr pen 
il^ot ouoe nor twice bat o'er and o'er ogun 

, Through what you're written, if yon would entjpe 
^^e man th&t ivads you ooob to read you- twicev 
Not making popular applause your cue, 
But looking to fit andienoe, although few. 
Say, would you rather have the things yon scrawl 
Doled out by pedants for their boys to drawl ? 
Not I ; like hissed ArhaBcnla,_Ij1ight 
Your hooting mohs,.if.l£an please a knight... 

Shall bog Pttutilina vei me P shall I ohoke 
Because Demetrius needs mnst have his joke 
Behind my back, and Fannius, when he dines 
With dear TigeUins, vUifies my lines P 
Hscenas, Yirgil, Yarius, if I please 
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In 1117 poor wiitingB these and such as tJiese, 
If Flotins, Yalgins, Faacns will commend, 
And good OotBTiaB, I've aohieved my end. 
Yon, noble Follio (let your Ariend diaclaim 
All tbooght of flattery nhen he nameB yonr 

Measala and his brother, Serriaa too. 
And Bibnlns, and Famiua kind and true. 
With others whom, despite their sense and wit 
And fHendly heu^, I porpoeely omit ; 
6uch I wonld have my critics ; men to gain 
Whose smiles were pleasore, to forego them pain. 
Demetrins and Tigellins, off I go pole 
To the bare benches of yonr ladies' school I 
Hallo there, youngster ! take my book, you 

And write this in, by way of epilogue. 
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SATIAE I. 

Sunt quibus in 8aUra, 

Horace. Tbxbatics. 

Soraee. 

^OME tliink in Batire I'm too keen, 

and preafl 
I The spmt of mvectiLve to ezcesR : 
' Some call raj veTBea nerrelese : once 

A thonsand such par day a man might epin, 
Trebatins, pray advise me. 

T. 'Wipe your pen. 

n. What, never write a aingle line again P 

T. That's what I mean. 

S. Twonld Buit me, I protest, 

Exactly : bnt at nights I get no rest. 

T. Elret mb yooTBelf three times with oil all 

Then swim the Tiber through &om shore to shore. 
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Taking good care, as night draws on, to steep 
YouP brain in liqnor : then you'll have yonr sleep. 
Or, if jon still have such an itch to write. 
Sing of some moving incident of fight ; 
Sing of great GEeear'B victories : a bard 
Who norks at that sb sure to win reward. 

E. Would that I could, my worthy sire I but 
skill 
And vigour lack, how great soe'er the wHl. 
Kot every one can pMnt in epio strain 
The lances bristling on the embattled plain. 
Tell how the Gauls by broken javelins bleed. 
Or sing the Parthian tilmbBng from his steed. 

T. But you oan draw him just and brave, yoa 

As sage Lucilios did for Soipia 

Zr. Trust me for that : my devoir I will pay. 
Whene'er occasion comes to point the way. 
Bavo at fit times, no words gf mine can find 
A way through Caasar's ear to Ctesar's mind: 
A mettled horBs, if awkwardly you stroke. 
Kicks out on all sides, and your leg is brolra. 

T. Better do this than gall with keen lampoon 
CasBias the rake and Mienius the bufibon. 
When each one, though with withers yet unwnmg. 
Fears far himself, and hates your bitter tongue. 

H, What shall I do p Milonitts, when the wine 
Mounta to his head, and doubled lastres shine. 
Falls dapcing ; horses are what Castor loves ; 
His twin yolk-fellow glories in the gloves : 



■tc i:. Goot^lc 



SATIRE I. 46 

Conat all the folka in all the world, jonll find 
A separate fancj for each eeparate mind. 

To drill relnctaut Words into a line, .. ■ 

ThiB was Lnralius' hobbj, aad 'tia mine. ^ 
Good man, he was our better: yet he took 
Sacli pride in nonght bb in hie darling book; 
That was hie fViend, to whom he would confide 
The secret thoughts he hid ftom all beside. 
And, whether Fortune naed him well or ill. 
Thither for sympathy he turned him still : 
So there, as in a votive tablet penned. 
You see the Teteran's life from end to end. 

His footatepB now I foUovr as I may, 
Lucajiiaa or Apoliaii, who shall say f 
For we Venusiajis live upon the line 
JuBt where Locania and Apulia join. 
Planted, 'tie said, there in the Samnites' place. 
To guard for Borne the intermediate space. 
Lest these or those some day should make a raid 
In time of war, and Boman soil invade. 

But this poor implement of mine, my pen, - ■> 
Shall ne'er aasaalt one soul of living men : 
Like a sheathed sword, I'll carry it about, 
Juat to protect my life when I go out, 
A weapon I shtJl' never care to draw, 
While my good neighbooss keep within the lav. 
grant, dread Father, grant my steel may rust ! 
Grant that no foe may play at cut and thrust 
With mj peace-loving self I but shonld one seek 
To qnarrel with me, yon shall hear him shriek; 
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Don't Baj I gave no warning : ap and down 

He shall be trolled and chomEed throngli the town. 

Cerrine attacks his foea with writ and rale : 
Albalitia' henbane ie Canidia'a tool : 
How threatens Torias ? if he e'er should judge 
A caose of jonrs, he'll bear jon an ill gmdge. 
Each has his natnral weapon, joa'U agree. 
If yon will work the problem ont with me ; 
Wolves age their tooth against joa, balls their 

horn; 
Whj, bat that each is to the manner born F 
Take worthy SciBva now, the spendthrift heir. 
And tniBt his long-lived mother to his care ; 
He'll lift no hand against her. No, forsooth ! 
Wolves da not ase their heel, nor baits their tooth : 
Bat deadly hemlock, mingled in the bowl 
With houty, will take off the poor old soul. 
Well, to be brief; whether old age await 
My years, or Death e'en now he at the gate, 
Wealthy or poor, at home or bftniahed, still, 
-^;WTiate'er my life's complexion, write I will. • 

T. Poor child ! yonr life is hanging on a thread : 
Some noble friend one day will freeze you dead. 

S. WhatP when LucilioB first with danntlesB 

brow 

Addressed biffl to his task, as I do now. 
And from each hypocrite stripped off the skin. 
He flaanted to the world, though foul within. 
Did L»lias, or the chief v^o took his name 
From conquered Carthage, gradge him his fiur 
gamep 
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Felt they for Lapns or MetellnB, when 
Whole floods of satire drenched the wretched men ? 
He look no count of perBone : man by man — , 
He scoai^d the proudest chiefs of each proud 

Nor spared delinqnents of a humbler birth; 
Kind but to worth and to the friends of worth. 
And yet, when Scipio brave and Lielias sage 
Stepped down awhile like actors from the stage. 
They would unbend with him, and laugh and joke 
While his pot boiled, like other simple folk. 
Well, rate me at .my lowest, far below 
Locilins' rank and talent, yet e'en so 
Envy herself shall own that to the end 

T \i'"^ ^*^ men f>f "■a,.-ir «.« tr\e„A witii ff;i.n(i, 

And, when she fain on living fleah and bone 
Would try her teeth, shall close them on a stone ; 
That is, if grave TrebatiiiH will concur- 
in I don't quite see ; I cannot well demnr; 
Yet you had beat be cautioned, leat yon draw 
Some miachief down from ignorance of law; 
If a man writea ill verses out of spite 
'Gainst A or B, the sufferer may indict. 

3. Ill verses P ay, I grant you : but suppose 
CiBsar should think them good (and Otesar 

knows) ; 
Suppose the man yon bark at has a name 
For every vice, while yours is free from blame. 

T. 0, then a laugh will out the matter short : 
The case breaks down, defendant leaves the court. 
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Quce virtus et quanta. 

j^^^^HE art of fragal living, ajid its worth, 
1^^^^ To-day, m7 friends, OfellaBBhalleetfortli 
^sj^y ('Twos he that taught me it, a shrewd 

clear wit. 
Though country-span, and for the aohoola nn£t) : 
Lend me jonr eara : — bat not where meata and 

In costly service on the table shine. 
When the vfun eye is dazzled, and the mind 
Eecoils from trath, to idle showa resigned : 
Ko : let as talk on empty stomachs. Why P 
Well, if you'd have me tell yoa, I will try. 
The jadge who soils his fingers by a gift 
Is Bc&rce the man a doabtfnl case to sift. 
Say that yoa're furly wearied with the coarse. 
Following a hare, or breaking in a horse. 
Or, if, for Eoman exercise too weak, 
Yoa torn for yoor uraasement to the Greek, 
Yoa play at ball, and find the healthy etrun 
Qf emulation mitigates the pun, 
Or hurl the quoit, till toil has purged all taint 
Of sqaeamiahness, and left you dry and faint ; 
Sniff, if you can, at common food, and apnrn 
All drink bnt honey minjiled with Falom. 
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The butler has gcaie out : the atormr eea 
FreserTeB its flskeB Bsfe fVom yon and me : 
"Sa matter : Bait ad UhUum with bread 
Will Boothe the CerbemB of oar maws inetead. 
What gives you appetite P 'tis not the meat 
Contjuns the relish : 'tis in you that eat. 
Get condiments by work ; for when the skin 
Ib p^ and bloated firam disease within, 
Kot golden ploVer, oyster, nor sardine, 
Can make the edge of dulled enjoyment keen. 
Tet there's one prejudice I sorely doubt 
If force of reason ever will root out : 
Oft as a peacock's set before you, still 
Prefer it to a fowl yon mast and will. 
Because (as if that mattered when we diue 1 ) 
The bird is costly, and its tul's so fine. 
What? do you eat the feathers p when 'tis drest 
' And sent to table, does it still look best f 
While, ai to flesh, the two are on a par: 
Yes, you're the dupe of mere outside, you are. 
You see that i)ike : what is it tells you straight 
l^ere those wide jaws first opened for the bait, 
In sea or river P 'twiit the bridges twiun. 
Or at the mouth where Tiber joins the mjiin * 
A three>pound mullet yoa must needs admire, 
And yet yon know 'tis never served entire. "'■ 
The size attracts yon : well then, why dislike 
The selfsame quality when found in pike ? 
Why, but to fly in Nature's face for spite. 
Because she made these heavy, those weigh light? 
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0, when the Btoioach'e pricked bj hnnger'e stinge. 
We Beldom hesi" of scorn for common things I 

" Great fishes on great dishes ! how I gloiit 
Upon the sigHt ! "--eiolaimB some harpy-throat. 
Blow Btrongly, blow, good Anater, and ferment 
The glntton's dainties, and increase their scent ! 
And yet, withont snch aid, they find the fleah 
Of boar tuid tnrbot nanBeons, e'en thongh fresh. 
When, goi^ed to sick repletion, they request 
Onions or radishes to give them zest. 
Nay, e'en at royal banqnete poor men's fare 
Yet lingers : eggs and oliyes still are there. 
' When, years ago, Oallonins entertained 
His friends with sturgeon, an ill name he gained. 
Were torbote then less common in the seas ? 
Ko 1 but good living waxes by degrees. 
Safe was the tnrbot, safe the storic's yonng brood, 
Until a preetor taught na they were good. 
So now,- should some potential voice procl^m. 
That roasted cormorants are delicious game, - 
Tbe youth of Bome (there's nothing too absurd 
For their weak heads) will take him at his word. 

But here Ofellua draws a line, between 
A life that's frugal and a life that's mean ; 
For 'tis in vain that Inzury yon shun. 
If straight on avarice yoor bark yon ma. 
Avidienaa — yott may know him — -who 
Was always call'd the Dog, and rightly too, 
On olives five-year-old is wont to dine. 
And, till 'tis sour, will never broach his wine : 
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on aa, attired for feasting, blithe aud gay. 
He keeps eome birthday, wedding, holiday. 
From hie big horn he sprinkles dtop by drop 
Oil oa the cabbages himself. — you'd stop 
Toot nose to smell it : — rin^ar, I own. 
He gives yon without stint, and that alone^ 
Well, betwixt Jhese, what should a wise man do P 
Which ahonld he copy, think yon, of the two ? 
Tis Scylla and Charybdis, rook and gulf: 
On this Bide howls the dog, on that the wolf. 
A man that's neat in table. Be in dreae. 
Errs not by meanness, yet avoids excess ; 
Nor, like Albucius, when he plays the host, 
Storms at his slaves, while giving each his post ; 
Nor, like poor Ntevius, carelessly offends 
By serving greasy water to his friends. 

Now listen for a space, while I declare 
The good results that spring from frugal fare. 
Imprmiat, health : for 'tis not hard to see 
How various meats are like to disagree, 
If you remember with how ligh^ a weight 
Your last plain meal upon year stomach sate : 
Now, when you've taken toll of every diah. 
Have mingled roast with boiled and fowl with 

fish. 
The mass of dainties, turinilent and crude, 
Engenders bile, and stira int«etine feud. 
Observe your gaeats, how ghastly pale their looks 
"When they^e diacuased eome mystery of your 

cook's : 
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Aj, And the bodj, clogged ytitii the ezcese 
Of yesterday, dragB down tbe mind no less. 
And fastens to the gronnd in living death 
That fiery particle of heaven's own breath. 
Another takes brief supper, seeks repair 
From kindly sleep, then rises light as air : 
ITot that sometinieB be will not orosa the line, 
And, jast for once, Inxorioiisly dine. 
When feaets come ronnd with the rerolying year. 
Or his shmnk frune snggeets more generoas 

Then too, when age draws on and life is slack, 

He has reserves on which he can fall back: 

But what have yon in store when strength shall 

fail. 
Ton, who forestall your gooda when yonng and 

haleF 
A rancid boar onr fetberg need to praise : 
WhatF had they then no noses in those days ? 
Nos but they wished their friends to have the 

Wben tainted rather than themselTea when sweet. 
had I lived in that brave Ume of old. 
When men were heroes, and the age was gold! 

Come now, yon set some store by good repute : 
In truth, its voice is softer than a Inte : 
J Then know, great flahea on great dishea still 
1 Produce great aoandal, let alone the bill. 
Think too of angiy uncles, fHenda grown rude. 
Hay, your own self with your own self at feud 
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And lon^ag for a rope to 4nd yonr pain : 

Bat ropes cott twopenoe ; so joa long in vain. 

" 0, talk," yon say, " to TransinB : though eevere, 

,Snoh tmtha OB theee aM jnflt what As should hear : 

But I have untold property, that brings 

A ye^ly anm, enfficient for three IringB." 

tJntoId indeed 1 then can yon not expend 

Tour Biiperflnx on soma diviner end ? 

Whj does one good man want while yon aboandP 

Why are Jove's temples tumbling to the gronnd F 

aelflgh I what f devote no modionm 

To yonr dear oonntry frtwn so vast u sum P 

Ayi you're the man : the world will go your way .... 

how yonr foes will laugh at yon one day I 

Take measore of the fVitnre : which will feel 

More coflfidence in self; come woe, oome weal, 

He that, like yon, by long indulgence plants 

In body and in mind a thonsand wonts, 

Or he who, wise aioA frugal, lays in storee 

In view of war ere war is at the doora P 

Bat, should you doubt what good Ofellas says. 
When yotmg I knew him, in his wealthier days : 
Then, when his means were fur, he spent and 

spared 
Nor more nor less than now, when they're im- 
paired. 
StdU, in the field onoe bis, but now assigned 
To an intruding veteran, you may find. 
His sons and beasts about him, the good sire, 
A sturdy &rmer, woridng on for hire. 
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" I ne'er ezceeded " — so yonll hear him say— 
" Heiba and smoked gtunmon on a working day ; 
Bat if bX laet a friend I entertiuned. 
Or there dropped in some neighbonr while it 

rained, ' ' 

I got no fish teom. toini to grace my board, 
Bnt dined off kid and chicken like a IcumI i 
Baisins and nuts the second course supplied, 
With a split fig, first doabled and then dried : 
Then each against the other, with a fine 
To do the chairman's work, we drank oar wme, 
And draaghts to Geres, so she'd top the groand 
With good tall ears, onr frets and worries drowned 
Let Fortune brew fresh tempests, if she please, 
Howmnohcan sheknockoff from joys like these? 
Have yon or I, yonng fellows, looked more lean 
Since this new holder came apon the sceneF 
Holder, I say, for tenancy's the most 
That he, or I, or any man can boast : 
Now he has driven ae ont : bnt liim no less 
His own extravagance may dispoeseBS 
Or slippery lawsuit : in the last resort 
A livelier heir will oat his tenure short. 
Ofellns' name it bore, the field we plough, 
A few years back ; it bears Umbrenna' now : 
Ifone hag it as a fixtnre, fast and firm, 
But he or I may hold it for a term. 
Then live like men of oonrage, and oppose 
Stont hearts to this and eaoh ill wind that blows." 
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9ic roro ecribts. 

Dak AsiTFUs. Hobace. 

Bamatippui. 

RSgfeO Bcldom do you write, wo scarcely hear 

^^^^ Yonr tt^lets colled for four tunes in the 

And even then, as fast m you oompoBe, 

Tou quarrel with the thing, ajid ont it goes, 

Vexed that, in spite of bottle and of bed, 

You tnni out nothing worthy to be read. 

How ia it all to endP Here youVe oome down, 

Avoiding a December spent in town : 

Tour bnuus are clear; begin, and charm our ears 

With something worth yonr boasting. — Nougbt 

appears. 
You blame yonr pens, and the poor wall, accurst 
From birth by god^ and poets, comes ofT worst. 
Yet you looked bold, and talked of what yon'd do, 
Could you lie snug for one free day or two. 
What boot Menander, Plato, and the rest 
You carried down from town to stock your nest P 
Think yon 1^ turning lazy to exempt 
Your life from envy P No, you'll earn contempt. 
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Then atop jcnr ears to aloth's enohanting voioe. 
Or give np your b«si hopes : there liei yoax 
choice. 

B. Good DocnaBippas, niaj the immortalH grant, 
for jonr sage counael, the one thing 70a vtMit, 
A barber ! bnt pray telt me how 7011 came 
To know BO well what scarce is known to &me ? 

B. Why, &7Bt sincie mj haplees all went down 
'Neath the mid arch, I go abont the town, 
And make my neighbonra' matters my sole care. 
Seeing my own ai« damaged past repair. 
Onoe I waa anzioiiB on a bronze to light 
Where Sieyphae had washed his feet at night; 
Each work of art I criticized and classed, 
Oalled this ill chiselled, that too roughly oast ; 
Prized that at fifty thousaad : then I knew 
To bay at profit groirnds and houses too. 
With a Bnie instinct : till the whole town o'er 
" The pet of Meronry " was the name I bore. 

S. I know yonr oase, and am Borprised to see 
So clear a care of snoh a malady. 

B. Ay, but my old compltunt (though strange, 
tiBtme) 
Was banished fttan. my system by a new: 
JaBt.aB diseaseB of the side or head 
Ply to the stomach or the cheat inatead. 
Like yoar lethargio patient, when he tears 
Himself from bed, and at the doctor sqnares, 

3. Spare me bnt that. 111 tmst you, 

B. Don't be blind ; 
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■ You're mad yoarsalf, and bo are all maakind, 
If txntli is in StertiniuB, from whose Hpeech 
I learned the preoiona lessons that I teach, 
, What time ho bade me grow a wise man's beard. 
And sent ma from the bridge, ooasoled aad 

cheered. 
For once, when, bankrupt and forlorn, I stood 
With muffled head, joat plnn^g in the flood, 
" Don't do yourself a mischief," so he cried 
In friendly tones, appearing at my side : 
" ' TIS all fe lBB aTiMnn ■ yon fear to be thou gl^t T^ikIi 
Not knowing that the world are .ju st as b ad. 
What conatitntes a maflTimn f {f tie shown 
The maricB are found in yon and you alone, 
Tnist me, III add no word to thwart yoor plan, 
Bat leave yon fr«e to perish like a man. 
The wight who drives through life with bandied 

Ignorant of truth and credulous of lies. 
He in the judgment of Chiysippus' school 
And the whole porch is tabled as a fooL 
Monarcha and people, ereiy rank and age. 
That sweeping clause indndes, — except the sage. 

" Now listen while I show you, how the rest 
Who call you madman, are themselves poasessed. 
Just as in woods, when trayellers step aside 
From the true path for want of some good guide. 
This to the right, that to the left hand strays. 
And all are wrong, but wrong in different ways, 
So, though you're mad, yet he who banters yoa 
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Is not Tnore wise, bat wears hia pigttul too. 

One cl&BB of fools seea reason for alana 

In trivial mutters, innocent of harm : 

Stroll in the open plain, f onll hear them tAlk 

Of fires, rocks, torrents, th&t □bstnict thorp walk : 

Another, unlike these, bat not more a&ne, 

Ti^s fires and torrents for the open plun : 

Let mother, sister, father, wife combined 

C17 ' There's a pitfall ! there's a rock I piay mind ! ' 

They'll hear no more than drunken Fafins, ho 

Who slept the part of qneen Ilione, 

While Catienna, shouting in his ear, 

Soared like a Stentor, ' Hearken, mother dear ! ' 

" Well, now, I'll prove the maaa of humankind 
Hare judgments just as jaundiced, just as blind. 
Th&t Damasippas shows himself insane 
By buying ancient statues, all think plain : 
But he that lends Km money, ia he free 
From the aame charge P ' 0, surely.' Let as see. 
I bid yon take a sum you won't return : 
Ton take it : is this madness, I would learn P 
. Were it nob greater madness to renounce 
The prey that Mercury puts within your pounce ? 
Secure him with ten bonds ; a hundred ; nay, 
Clap on a thousand ; still he'll slip away. 
This Protean scoundrel ; drag liim into court, 
Tonll only find yourself the more his sport : 
Hell laagh till scarce you'd ^link his jaws his own. 
And torn to boar or bird, to tree or stone. 
If pradenoe in a&irs denotes men sane 
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And bungling argaea a disordered brain. 
The man who lends the cash is tar more fond 
Tbaa yon, who at his bidding sign the bond. 

" Now give attention and jonr gowns refold. 
Who thirst for fame, grow yellow after gold, 
Tictinis to Inmry, snperatition blind. 
Or other ailment natural to the mind : 
Come close to me and liaten, while I teaoh 
That yon're a pack of madmen, all and each. 

" Of all the hellebore that natare breeds, 
The largest share by far the miser needs : 
In fact, I know not but Anticjra's juice - . 
Was all intended for his single use. 
When <dd Stoberins died, his heirs engraved 
Upon his monimiBnt the snm he'd saved ; 
For, had they failed to do it, th^ were tied 
A hundred pair of fencers to provide, 
A feast at Arriua' pleasure, not too cheap, 
And com, as much as Afric's farmers reap. ' 
' I may be right, I may be wrong,' said he, 
• Who cares P 'tis not for you to lecture me,' 
Well, one who knew Staberius would suppose 
He was a man that looked beyond his nose : 
Why did he wish, then, that his funeral stone 
Should make the snm he left behind him known f 
Why, while he lived, he dreaded nothii^ mcnv 
Than that great sin, the sin of being poor. 
And, had he left one farthing less in pnrse, 
The man, as man, had thought himself the worse; 
For all things human and divine, renown, 
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Honour, and worth at moaey'B shrine bow down : 
And ho who has made money, fool or knurs, 
Becomes th&t moment noble, jnat, and brave, 
A aage, yon oak me P yes, a sage, a king, 
Whate'er he chotnea ; briefly, everything. 
So good StabeiiuB hoped each extm pound 
Hie Tirtae eaved would to hie praise redound. 
Now look at Aristippas, who, in haste 
To 'make hia journey tlirough the Libyan waate. 
Bade the atont elavea who bore his trsftsnre throw 
Th^ load away, becanee it made them alow. 
Which was more mad P Excuse me : 'twill not do 
To Bhnt one question up by opening two. 

" If one buya fiddiea, hoards them up when 
bongbt, 
Though music's study ne'er engaged hia thought. 
One lasts andawle, unversed in oobbler's oraft. 
One B^s for ships, not knowing fore &om ^, 
You'd call them mad : but tell me, if you please. 
How that man's case ia different from these. 
Who, as he gets it, stows awaj his gain. 
And thinks to tooch a farthing werb pro&ne i 
Tet if a man beside a huge corn-heap 
lies watehing with a cudgel, ne'er asleep. 
And dares not touch one grain, bat makes his 

Of bitter leaves, as though he found them sweet : 
If, with a thonsand wine-casks — call tho hoard 
A million ratl^er— in his cellars stored. 
Be drinka aharp vinegar : nay, if, vheu n^h 
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A ooQtury old, on etraw he yet will lie, 
While in his cheet rich ooverleta, the prey 
- Of moth and canker, moulder and decay. 
Few men can see mach madneae in his whim, 
Becanse the mass of mortals lul like him. 

" heaTen-abcmdoned wretch ! is all this care 
To save yoor stores for some degenerate heir, 
A son, or e'en a fireedman, who will poor 
All down his throttle, ere a year is o'er? 
Ton fear to come to want yourself, you sayp 
Come, calculate how small the loss per day, 
If henceforth to your cabbage yon allow 
And your own head the oil you grndge them now. 
If anything's snfficnent, why forswear, 
Embezzle, swindle, pilfer everywhere ? 
Can you be sane F suppose yon choose to throw 
Stones at the crowd, as by yonr door they go. 
Or at the sldves, yonr chattels, every lad 
And every girl will hoot yea down as mad : 
When with a rope yon kill yonr wife, with bane- 
Your E^d mother, are yon right in brain ? 
Why not P Orestes did it with the blade, 
And 'twas in Argos that the scene was laid. 
Think you that madness only then b^nn 
To seize him, when the impions deed was done. 
And not that Furie» spurred him on, before 
The sword grew purple with a parent's gore P 
S&j, from the time they reckon him insane, 
H^ did no deed of which you conld complain : 
No stroke this madman at Electra aims 
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Or Pylftdes : he only oallB them names. 
Fury or other monster, in the style 
Which people use when Htirred by tragic bile. 
" Opimins, who, with gold and silver store 
Lodged in his coffers, ne'ertheless was poor 
(The man would drink from earthen nipperkiD 
Flat wine on working-days, on feast-days thin). 
Once fell into a lethargy so deep 
That his nert heir eappoaed it more than sleep, 
And entering on posBession at his ease, 
Went round the coffers and applied the k^s. 
The doctor had a conscience and a bead ; 
He had a table moved beside the bed, 
Ponred out a money-bag, and bade men come 
And ring the coin and reckon o'er tbe.snm : 
Then, lifting np his patient, he began : 
' That heir of yonrs is plundering yon, good nuwi, 
' What? while I livep' ' Ton wieb to live? then 

take 
The necessary steps : be wide awake.' 
' What BtepB d'ye meanP' ' Tonr etrength will 

soon ran Bhort, 
Unless yonr stomach have some strong sapport. 
Come, rouse yonrself : take this ptieane of rioe,' 
'ThepriceP' ' A trifle.* ' I will know the price.' 
■- Iiight>pence.* '.Odearl what matters it if I 
Die by disease or robbery t still I die.' 
'"Who then is sane?' He that's no fool, in 

troth. 
' Thai whaf s a miser t ' Fool and mp/lTimTi both. 
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' Well, if a man's no miHer, is he eone 

That moment f No. 'Why, StoioP* Tile 

El^iru 
The stomAoh here is soond as any bell, 
Gratenis may say : tlien is tte patient well P 
May he get up P Why no ; there etill are piune 
That need attention in the side or reins. 
Yon're not forsworn nor miaerV ; go kill 
A porker to the gods who ward off ill. 
You're headlong and ambitaons ; take a trip 
To Madman's Island by the next swift ship. 
For where's the differenoe, down the rabble' 

throat 
To ponr your gold, or never spend a groat P 

Serrins Oppidins, so the story mns, 
Rich for his time, beqaeathed to his two sons 
Two good-sized farms, and calling to his bed 
The hopeful youths, in faltering accents said : 
' E'er since I saw yon, Aulus, give away 
Tonr nuts and taws, or squander them at play. 
While yon, Tiberius, careful and morose. 
Would count them over, hide them, keep them 

dose, 
I've feared lest both should err in different ways. 
And one have Gassius', one Cicnta's craze. 
So now I beg yon by the honsehold powers 
Who guard, and still shall guard, this roof of ours. 
That yon diminish not, nor you augment , 

What I and nature fix for your content. 
To bar ambition too, I lay an oath 
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Of heaviest weight apon the booIb of both ; 

Should either be Em ledile, or, still woree, 

A pratcer, let him feel a father's corse. 

What? would you wish to lavish my bequest 

In Tetcbes, beech-nnts, lupines and the rest, 

YoD, that in pubUo yon may strat, or Btand 

All bronze, when stripped of tnonq', stripped (£ 

land; 
Ton, that Agrippa'a plaudits yon may win, 
A sneaking fox in a brave lion's sMn P ' 

" What moves yon, Agamemnon, thus to fling 
Great Ajaz to the dogs P ■ I am a king.' 
And I a subject : therefore I forbear 
More questions. ' Kightj for what I'will is lyr: 
Yet, if there be who fancy me unjust, 
I give my conduct up to be discussed.' 
Mightiest of mighty kings, may proud success 
And safe return your conqnering army bleaa I 
May I ask qnestione then, and shortly speak 
When you have answered? ' Take the leave yon 

Then why shonld Ajax, though so ofl renowned 
For patriot service, rot above the groond. 
Your bravest jieit Achilles, just that Troy 
And envious Priam may the soene enjoy. 
Beholding him, through whom their children came 
To feed the doga, himself cast out to shame? 
' A flock the madman slew, and cried that he 
Had killed my brother, lUiacus, and me.' 
Well, when you offered in a hwfer's Btead 
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Tonr child, and strewed salt meal apoa her head. 
Then were you Bane, I ask yon P 'Wty not sane?' 
Why, what did Ajax when the flock was shun. ? 
He did no violence to his wife or ohild : 
He ctirBed the Atridie, true ; his words were wild ; 
Bnt against Toncer ne'er a band he raiaed, 
Nor e'en UlyaBes : yet yon call him crazed. 
' But I, of pnrpoee, soothed the gods with blood. 
To gain our fleet free paaaage o'er the flood.' 
Blood ! ay, your own, yon madman. ' Nay, not 

HO! 

My own, I grant it : bnt a madman'a, no.' 

" He that sees things aFaiaa, hia mind diatraaght 
By guilty deeds, a madman will bo thought ; 
And, BO the path of reason once be misse<^ 
Who oarea if rage or folly gave the twist P 
When Ajai fella with fnry on the fold, 
He ahowB himaelf a madman,_1et us h<AA : 
When you, of pnrpoae, do a crime to gain 
A meed of wopty glory, are yon sane ? • 
The heart that air-blown vanities dilafie. 
Will medicine say 'tia in its normal state ? 
Suppose a man in public choae to ride 
With a white lambkin neatling at his aide. 
Galled it his daughter, had it richly clothed. 
And did his beat to get it well betrothed. 
The law would call him madman, and the care 
Of t]'") and of his goods would pass' elsewhere. 
Ton ofler up your daughter for a lamb ; 
And are yon rational P Don't say, I am. 
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No ; whea a man's a fool, he's then inaane : 
The maa thaf s gniltj, he'a a maniac plua : 
The dope of bubble glorj, war's grim qneen 
Haa diimed away hia seaaea, clear and clean. 

"CaeBinBandlazaiy! hantthatgamemthme; 
^or spendthrifts are insane, the wnrlri a lkali mw. 
Soon as the yonngster had received at laet 
The thousand talents that hia sire ftmaesed. 
He sent roand word to all the aharkiiig clan, 
Perfomer, fowler, &niterer, fishennui, 
Velabrmn's reAiae, Tnacan Allej'a bcqid. 
To come to him next morning. Well, they come, 
Firet speaks the pimp : ' Whatever I or these 
Foeseea, is jonrs : command it when yon please.' 
^ow hear hia answer, and admire the mind 
That thns coold speak, so generoas and so kind. 
' Yon sleep in TJmbrian enow-fields, booted o'er 
The hips, that I- raag banqnet on a boar ; 
Yon floonr the sea for fish in winter's cold. 
And I do noDght ; I don't deserve tbia gold : 
Here, take it ; yon a hnndrcd, yoa as mnoh. 
But yoa, th« spokeanian, thrice that snm ahall 
touch,' 

" .2}sopaB' son took from his lady dear 
A splendid pearl that glittered in her e&r. 
Then melted it in vinegar, and quaffed 
(Snch wae his boast) a thonsand at a draught : 
How say yon ? had the act been more insane 
To fling it in a river or a drain ? 

" Arrina' two sons, twin brothers, of a piece 
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In vice, pervereeneBB, folly, and caprice, 

Would lunch off nightmgttleH ! well, what's their 

Shall it be chalk or charcOEtl, white or dark P ^ ^^ 

" To ride a stick, to build a paper house, 
Play odd and even, hamCBa mouae and moDse, 
If a grown man profesBed to find delight 
In things like theee, you'd call him mad outright. 
Well now, should reason fores yon to admit 
That love is juat as childish, every whit ; 
To own that whimpering at your mistreBB' door 
Is e'en ae weak as boilding on the floor ; 
Say, will you pnt conviotiou into act. 
And, like yonng Polemo, at once retract ; 
Take off the signs and trapplags of disease. 
Your leg-bonds, tippets, ftira, and mufiatees. 
As he slipped off hie chapleta, when the word 
Of Bober wisdom all his being stirred ? 

" Give a cross child an apple : ' Take it, pet i' 
He snlks and will not : hold it back, he'll fret, 
J'nst BO the shut-oat lover, who debate 
And parleys near the door he vows he hates. 
In doubt, when sent for, to go back or no. 
Though, if not sent for, he'd be enre to go. 
* She calls me : onght I to obey her call. 
Or end this long infliction once fbr ^ P 
The door was ehnt : tie open : ah, that door 1 
Go back f I won't, however she implore.' 
So he. TSaw listen while the slave replies, 
And taj if of the two he's nobmOTe wiae i 
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/' Sir, if a thing is senseless, to bring Bense 

I To bear apon it is a mere pretence ; 

V Now love is each a thing, the more's the shame; 
^Tirst war, thea peace, 'tis never twice the same, 

/ For ever heaving, like a sea in storm, 

I And taking every honr some different fbnn. 

\ Yoa think to fix it ? why, the job's as bad 
\As if 70a tried by reason to be mad.' 

" When yon pick apple-^nps, and try to hit 
The coling with them, are yon Bonnd of wit f 
When with your withered lips yon bill and 000, 
Is he that bnilds card-houEes woree than yoaF 
Then, too, the blood that's spilt by fond desires. 
The swords that men will use to poke their fires ! 
When Marina killed his mistress t'other day 
And broke his neck, was he demented, say t 
Or would you call him criminal instead. 
And stigmatize his heart to save his head, 
Following the common t&ilaej, whii^ founds 
A different meaning upon different Bounds P 

" There wea an aged freedman, who woold run 
From shrine to shrine at rising t^the sun. 
Sober and purified for prayer, and cry 
' Save me, me only ! sure I need not die; 
Heaven can do all tilings :' ay, the man was eane 
In ears and eyes : bnt how about his brain F 
Why, that his master, if not bent to plead 
Before a oonrt, could scarce have guarantoEld. 
Him and all such Chrysippus would ass^^n 
To mad Menenius' ipost prolific line. 
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" ' Almighty Jove, who giv'at and tak'at away 
The p^B we mortoli Buffer, hear me prey !' 
(So cries the mother of a child whose oold, 
Or ague rather, now is five moothg old) 
' Onre my poor boy, and he shall stand all bare 
In Tiber, on thy fast, in morning air,' 
So if, by ohance or treatment, the attack 
Shonid pass away, the wretch will bring it back, 
And give the child his death : 'tis madness dear; 

Bnt what produced it P Bnpwiitif^ nna faar " OL.<^-_,' 

Snch were the ivme Stertinins, next in Benso 
To the aeren sages, gave me for defence. 
TSow he that calls me mad gets paid in kind, 
And told to feel the pigt^ stnck behind. 

B. Good Stmc, may yon mend your loBB, and sell 
All your enormous bargEuns twice as well. 
Snt pray, since folly's various, just explain 
What type is mineP for I believe I'm sane. 

J). WhatF is Agave oonBcions that she's mad 
When sbe holda up the head of her poor lad f 

S. I own Tm foolish — truth most have her 

will— 

Nay, mad : but tell me, what's my form of ill P 
D. ni tell you. First, yon build, which meani 
you t^ 
To ape great men, yourself some two feet high, i 
And yet you laugh to see poor Turbo flght, / 

When he looks big and strains beyond his height. / 
What P if Meeoenas does a thing, must yon, / 

His weaker every way, attempt it too P / 
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A calf eet foot on some jonng &oga, tbey- Bay, 
Once when the mother (diaaoed to be away : 
One 'scapes, and telle Mb dam with bated breath 
How a huge beaat bad crashed the reet to death : 
"HowbigP" qaothahe: "ie thisasbigP" and 

She swelled her body oat. " No, nothing near." 

Than,, seeing her stUl fain to pnff and pnff, 

" Tonll bnrst," says he, " before you're Isu^ 

enough." 
Methinks the story fits you. Now then, throw 
Your veraes in, like oil to feed the glow. 
If ever poet yat was aane, no doubt, 
You may put in your plea, but not without. 
Yonr dreadful temper — 

H. Hold. 

J). The sums yon spend 

Beyond your income — 

S. Mind yonraelf, my fi^end. 

D. And then, thoee thousand flames no power 
can cool. 

B. mighty senior, spare a jtuior fool ! 
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JJiide et guo OaUus ? 
'BaSACE. Cathts, 
Sorace. 
^^^O, Catiue 1 whence and whither P 

K^Mf I cannot Htop to talk : I muBt away 
To Bet down words of wisdom, which Burpasa 
The Athenian sage and deep Pythagoras, 

S, Futh, I did ill at such an awkward time 
To croBB yoor path; bat jon'll forgive the crime : 
If jon've lost aaght, you'll get it hack ere long 
By nature or by art ; in both you're strong. 

C. Ah, 'twae a task to keep the whole in mind. 
For style and matter wore alike refined. 

H. Bnt who W88 lecturer? toll me whence he 

0. I giye the preoeptB, bat sappresB the name. 

The oblong eggs by oonnoiBsenrB are placed 
Above the roand for whiteneES and for taate : 
Prooare them for your table witboat ftul. 
For they're more fleshy, and their yolk is male. 
The cabbt^e of diy fields is sweeter fonud 
Than the weak growth of washed-oat garden 
ground. 
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Should some chance gnest Barpriea you late Kb 

Far fear the new-killed fowl prove toagh to bite, 
Plange it while living in Fckleniian leee, 
And then 'twill be as tender m yon please. 
Mnshrooma that grow in meadows are far beat ; 
Yon can't be too enspicions of the rest. 
He that wonld pose through snmmer without hurt 
Shonid eat a plate of mnlbomoE for dessert, 
But mind to plaok them in the morning hour. 
Before the mid-day snn exerts its power, 

Anfidias used Falemian, rich and strong, 
To mingle with his honey : he did wrong : 
For when the veins are empty, 'tis not well 
To poor in fieiy drinks to make them swell : 
Mild gentle draughts will better do their part 
In aonrishing the cookies of the heart. 
In costive cases, limpets from the shell 
Are a cheap way the evil to dispel. 
With groundling sorrel : bat white Coan'Seat 
You'll want to make the recipe complete. 
For catching shell-fiah the new moon's the time, 
Bnt there's a difference between clime and clime f 
Baite is good, bnb to the Lnorine yields ; 
Circeii ranks as best for oyster-fields ; 
Llisenum's cape with urchins is supplied; 
Flat bivalve muBsek are Tarentnm's pride. 

Let no man fanc^ he knows how to dine 
Till he has learnt how taat^ and taste combine, 
TiB not enough to sweep your fish away 
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S^i)m the dear etall, and chackle as yon paj. 
Not knowing which want saooe, and which when 

broiled 
Will tempt a guest whose appetite is spoiled. 

The mair who bates wild boora that eat like tome 
O^ta his from ITmbria, genuine mast-fed game : 
For the Lanrentian beast, that makes its fat 
Off sedge and reeds, is flavonrlesB and flat. 
The flesh of roes that feed upon the vine 
Is not to be relied on when yon dine. 
With those who know what parte of hare are 

Yoall find the wings are mostly in request. 
Pishes and fowls, their nature and their age, 
Have oft employed the attention of the sage ; 
Bat how to Bolre the problem ne'er was known 
By mortol palate previoos to my own. 

There are whose whole invention is oonfined 
To novel sweets : that shows a narrow mind ; 
As if yon wished yonr wines to be first-rate, 
But cared not with what oil yonr fish yon ate. 
Fnt Masrao wine to stand 'neath a clear s^ 
All night, away the heady fnmes will fly, 
Fnrged by cool air ; if 'tis through linen strainvd, 
Yon spoil the flavoiir, and there's nothing gdued. 
Who mix Snrrentine with Falemian dregs 
Clear off tJie sediment with pigeons' ^gs : 
The yolk goes down ; all foreign matters sink 
^Dierewith, and leave the beverage fit to drink. 
Tia belt with roMted shrimps and Afric snails 
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To ronse jaax drinker when his vigoor f^s : 
Not lettaoe ; lettace after wine ne'er lies 
Still in the stomach, bnt ie sure to rise : 
The appetite, disordered and distreeBed, 
Wants ham and saneage to reetoK its zest ; 
Nay, craves for peppered viands and what not. 
Fetched from some greaay cookehop steaming hot. 

There are two kinds of sauce ; and I may say 
That Each is worth attention in ite way. 
Sweet oil's the staple of the first; bnt wine 
Should be thrown in, and strong Byzantine brine. 
Now take this compound, pickle, wine, and. oil. 
Mix it with heibs chapped small, then make it boil, 
Pat saffron in, and add, when cool, the juice 
Yen^nim's choicest olive-yards produce. 
In faate Tibnrtian apples count as worse i 

Than Hcene; in appearance, the reverse. 
For pots, Venucnle grapes the best may suit : 
Por drjdng, Albans are yonr safer &uit. 
"Twae I who first, authorities declare. 
Served grapes with apples, lees with caviare, 
WhitA pepper with black salt, and had them set 
Before each diner as his private whet. 

Tis gross to squander hundreds upon fish, 
Tst pen them cooked within too small a dish. 
So too it turns the stomach, if there stioks 
Dirt to the bowl wherein yonr wine yon mix ; 
Or if the servant, who behind yoa stands, 
Has fouled the beaker with his greasy hands. 
Brooms, dish-cloths, saw-dnst, what, a mite they 
coat I 
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Neglect them thongb, jcna repntatum's lottt. 
What F Bweep witb dirty broom a floor inlaid. 
Spread nnwaehed cloths o*er tapes tiy and brocade, 
Forgetting, sure, the less snoh things entail 
Of care and cost, the more the shame to foil. 
Worse than fall short in InzorieB, which one sees 
At BO man'a table bat yoax rich grandees' ? 

H. Catios, I beg, bj all that binds a firiend, 
Let me go with jon, when 70a next attend; 
For though yonVe every detail at command. 
There's something mnst be lost at second batuL 
Then the man's look, hia manner — these may seem 
Uere things of ccmree, perhaps, in yonr esteem, 
80 priTileged as yon are : for me, I feel 
An Inborn thirst, a more than common zeal. 
Up tp the distant river-head to moant. 
And qnaff the^e predoua waters at their fonnt. 



8ATIEB V. 
Hoc quoque, Tvresia. 

ULnSES. TiBBBUS. 

jgtj^^OW, good Tiresiae, add one &vonr more 
^^{g To those yonr kindness haa vouchsafed 

And tell me by what ways I may redeem 

My broken f ortnnea — You're amtised,*twonld seem. 



„.Goi,gk 



70 BOOK II. 

T, Ton get safe home, yon see your native isle. 
And Tet it craves for more, that heart of guile! 

V, BOnrce of trath unerring, you're aware, 
I reach my home impoveriBhed and stripped bare 
(So yon predict), and find nor hit nor sup, 
l£y flocks &I1 slanghtered and my wines drank tip : 
Yet bmily and worth, withont the staff 
Of wealth to lean on, are the verieBt draff'. 

T. Since, in pMn terms, 'tis poverty yon fear. 
And riches are yonr aim, attend and hear. 
Suppose a thrush or other dainty placed 
At your diaposal, for your private taite. 
Speed it to some great house, all gems and gold, 
Where means are ample, and their master old; 
Tour ohoiceat apples, ripe and full of juice. 
And whatsoe'er your garden may produce. 
Before they're offered at the Larea' shrine. 
Give them to yoor rich friend, as more divine ; 
Be he a branded slave, forsworn, distfuned 
With brother's blood, in short, a rogue in- 

gTfuned, 
Yet wEtlk, if asked, beside tiini when yon meet, , 
And (pray mind this] between him and the 

17. What, pve a. slave the wallp in happier 

At Troy, for instance, these were not my ways : 
Then with the best I matched myself. 

T. Indeed P 

I'm Bortj: then you'll always be in need. 
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17. "Well, wall, my heart shdl beat it ; 'tie inured 
To dire adventure, and has worse endured. 
Go on, moat worthy aogui", and nnfold 
The arts wherehy to pile ap heaps of gold. 

r. Wall, I have told you, and I tell you still : 

Nor, should a fish or two gnaw roond the holt, ' 
And 'scape the hook, lose heart and give up 

QBtraight. iv-*-vl3 ^ V'''' ' J^ 

'A' snit at law comea on ; suppose you find i i.v-C^X_r 
Oue party's old and childless, never mind 
Though law with turn's a weapon to oppress 
An upright ne^hbonr, take his part no less : 
But spurn the juster cause and purer life, 
If hardened with a child or teeming wife. 
" Good Quintus," say, or "PuhUus" (nought 

endears 
A speaker more than this to slavish ears), 
" Your worth has raised you up a friend at ooort ; 
I know the law, and can a cause support; 
rd sooner lose au eye than aught should hurt. 
In pnrae or nEune, a man of your desert : 
Just leave the whole to me : I'll do my host 
To make you no man's victim, no man's jest." 
Bid him go home and nurse himself, while yon 
Act as his counsel and his agent too ; 
Hold on unflinching, never bate a jot. 
Be it for wet or dry, for cold or hot, 
Though " Sinus split dumb statues up," or 

though 
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Fat roriae " spatter the bleak Alps with snow." 
" What steady nerve I " some bystander will cry, 
Ilndging a friend J " what zeal I what energy I 
What rare devotion ! " ay, the game goes well ; 
In flow the tanniea, and yonr fish-ponds swell. 
Another plan : sappose a man of wealth - 
Has but one sod, and that in weakly health ; 
Creep ronnd the father, lest the coort you pay 
To childleBS widowers yoor game betray, 
That he may put you second, and, in case 
The poor youth die, insert you in his place. 
And BO you get the whole: a throw like this, 
Siscreetly hazarded, will seldom miss. 
If offered by. your friend his wiU to read. 
Decline it with a " Thank you ! no, indeed !" 
Yet steal a side-long glance as yon decline 
At the first parchment and the second line, 
Just to discover if he leaves you heir 
All by yourself, or others have a share. 
A constable turned notary oft will cheat 
Tour raven of HM cheese he thought to eat ; 
And sly Nasica will become, you'll see, 
Coranns' joke, bat not his legatee. 

U. WhatP are yon mad, or do yon mean to 
balk 
My thirst for knowledge by this riddling talk P 

T. Laertiades ! wiiat I foreshow 
To mortals, either will take place or no ; 
For tis the voice of Phoebus from his shrine 
That qieaks in me and makea my words divine. 
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v. Fo^ve 1117 Tebemence, and kindly state 
The meaaing of the fable yon narrate. 

T. When he, the Farthian'a dread, whoee blood 

E'en from .Eneas' TeinB, ihall win renown 
"Sj land and sea, a marriage shall betide 
Between Corflnas, wight of cxmrage tried, 
And old N^asioa's daughter, tall and large. 
Whose sire owes sums he never will dieoharge. 
The dnteoos son-in-law his will presents, 
And begs the sire to stndy its contents : 
At length ITasica, having long demurred, 
Takes it and reads it throngh withonl a word; 
And when the whole is done, perceives in fine 
That he and hie axe simply left— to whine. 

Suppose some fceedman, or some cnity dame 
Bnles an old driveller, yon may Join their game 1 
. Say all that's good of them to him, that th^, 
When yohr back's tamed, the like of yon may say 
This plan has merits ; but 'tis better far 
To take the fort itself, and end the war. 

A shrewd old orone at Thebes (the foot occurred 
When I was old) was thus by will interred : 
'Hat corpse was oiled all over, and her heir 
Bore it to burial on his shoulders bare: yr ^ 

He'd stuck to her while living ; so she said ' 

She'd give him, if she could, the slip when dead. 
.Be cautious in attack ; observe the mean, ' ' 

And neither be too lukewarm, nor too keen. ■ •. ■ 
Undi talk annoys the testy and morose, 1 ■ ;( 
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Bat 'tis not well to be reBerved and cloee. 

Act Davna in the drama : droop y oar head. 

And nee the gestores of a man in dread. 

Bo all attention : if the wind ia brisk, 

Say, " Wrap that precious head np 1 mn no risk!" 

Pash shouldering throng a crowd, the way to 

Before him ; when he maimderg, prick yonr ear. 
He craTCH for praise ; administer the pnff 
Till, lifting np both hands, he oriea " Enoagh." 
Bnt when, rewarded and released, at last 
Yon gEun the end of all yonr service past, 
And, not in dreams bnt soberly awake, 
Hear " One taVL quarter let UlyBses t^e," 
Say, once or twice, " And is good Dama deadp 
Where shall I find his like for heart and headF" 
If possible, shed tears : at least conceal 
The tell-tale smiles that speak the joy yon feeL 
Then, for the f^eral : with yonr hands n'ntiad, 
Beware of erring npon meabness' side ; 
TSa ; let your friend be handsomely interred. 
And let the neighbourhood give you its good word. 
Shonld one of your co-heirs be old, and vexed 
With an inveterate cqugli, Approach hi-m next : 
A honse or lands he'd ptirchaso that belong 
To yonr estate : they're his for an old song. 
But Proserpine commands me \ I must fly ; 
Her will is law ; I wish yon health ; good-bye. 



tc i:. GdOt^lc 



8ATIEI! TL 

Hoe erat in volts, 

fJ^^^JHIS need to be mj wish : a bit of luid, 
r^i^y A house and garden with a ajmng at 

And Jnet a little wood. The goiie have crowned 
My humble vows ; I prosper and abound : 
Hot ask I more, kind Mercury, siyve that thon 
Wouldit giye me still the goods thou giv'st me 

If crime has ne'er increased them, nor ezceea 
And want of thrift are like to make them less ; 
If I ne'er prey like jthis, " might that nook 
Which spoils my field he mine by hook or crook 1 
O for a stroke of lack like his, who found 
A crook of Bilver, taming ap the ground. 
And, tbaJiks to good Aloides, &rmed as bnyer 
The very land where he had slaved for hire ! " 
If what I have contents me, hear my prayer : 
Still let me feel thy tutelary care. 
And let my sheep, my pastures, this and that. 
My all, in &ct, (except my br^s,] be fat. 

Now, lodged in my hill-castle, can I choose 
Companion fitter thui my homely Muse P 
Here no town duties vex, no plagne-wmds blow. 
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Nor Aatamn, biesd to graveTords, works me woe. 
Sire of the moFning (do I call thee right, 
Or hear'st thon Janna'same with more delight P) 
Who iutrodnceBt, so the gods ordain, 
Life's yarioas tasks, inaagnrate mj stnun. 
At Bome to bail Tm sonunoued. " Do your part," 
Thon bidd'at mej " qnick, lest others get the start." 
So, whether Boreae roara, or winter's snow 
Clips short the day, to coort I needs most go. 
I give the &tal pledge, distinct and loud, 
Then pushing, strnggUog, battle with the crowd. 
" Now, madman ! " clamoars some one, not with- 
out 
A threat or two, " just mind what you're about : 
What ? yon must knock down all that's in your 

way, 
Because jon're posting to Mboenas, eh f " 
This pleases me, I own ; but when I get 
To black Esqnilife, troable waits me yet : 
For other people's matters in a gwarm 
BuzE round my head and take my ears by storm. 
" Sir, Bosoius would be glad if you'd arrange 
By eight a. m. to be with him on 'Chan^." . 
" QnintuB, the scribes entreat yon to attend 
A meeting of importance, as their friendi' 
" Just get ll^oenae' seal attached to these." 
" 111 try." " 0. yon can do it, if yon please." 
Seven jeeae, or rather eight, have well-nigh passed 
Since with Ueecenas' friends I first was clafised. 
To this extent, that, driving through the etreet. 
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He'd* stop his car and ofikr me a seat. 

Or maJce sach cttanoe remaTki as " What's a'clook P" 

" Will STTia's cHampion beat the Thradan oook F '' 

" These morning frostB are apt to be Bsverej" 

Jast chit-chat, enited to a leaky ear. - 

Since thftt ai^spiciouB date, each day and hooF 

Has placed me more and more in envy's power : 

" Ho Joined his play, sat next him at tlie games -■ 

A child of Fortnne I"* all the world exol^ms. 

EVom the high rostra a report comes down. 

And like a chilly fog, perrades the town : 

Each man I meet accosts me " Is it sdP 

Yoa live so near the gods, you're sore to know: 

That news about the Dacians F have yon heard 

Ho secret tidingsP" " Kot a single word." 

" yee I yon love to banter ns poor folk." 

" Kay, if Tto heard a tittle, may I choke 1 " 

" Will Osesar grant his veterans their estates 

In Italy, or t'other side of the atraitsF" 

I swear that I know nothing, and am dnmb : 

They think me deep, miraenlonsly mum. ' 

And so my day between my fingers slips, 

While fond regrets keep rising to my lips : 

my dear homestead in the country 1 when 

Shall I behold yODr pleasant face again ; 

And, stndying now, now dozing and at ease. 

Imbibe forgetfnlncBs of all this tease F 

when, Fytbagoraa, ehaQ thy brotlier bean. 

With pork and cabbage, on my board be seen F 

hxppj nightfl and mppers half divine, 
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When, at the home-gods' altar, I and mine 
Enjoy a fVngal meal, and leave the treat 
Unfiniahed for my meny slaves to eat ! 
Not bound bj mad-cap roles, bnt free to choose 
Big cnpi! or small, each follows hia own views : 
Ton toHs jaar wine off boldly, if yon please. 
Or gently sip, and mellow by degrees. 
We talk of— not our neighbour's house or field, 
Nor the last feat of LepoB, the light-heeled — 
Bnt matters which to know concerns Ub more. 
Which none but at his peril can ignore j 
Whether 'tie wealth or virtna makes men blest, 
What leads to friendship, worth or interest, 
la what the good consists, and what the end 
And chief of goods, on wliich the rest depend^ 
While neighbour CerviuB, with hia mstic wit, 
Tells old wives' tales, this case or that to hit^ 
Should some one be unwise enough to pmse 
ArelUua' toilsome wealth, he straightway says ; 
" One day a country mouse in his poor home 
Received an ancient friend, a mouse from Some: 
The host, though close and careful, to a guest 
Could open still t so now he did his best. 
He spares not oats or vetches : in his chapa 
BaisinB he brings and nibbled bacon-sontpe. 
Hoping by varied dainties to entice 
His town-bred guest, so delicate and nice, 
Who condescended gracionsly to touch 
Thing after thing, bnt never would take much, 
While be, the owner of the mansion, sate 
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On threBhed-oat ^traw, and spelt and darnels ate. 
At length the townaman criea : " I Wonder how 
Ton can live here, friend, on this hill's rough brow ; 
Take my advice, and leave these npe and downs, 
This hill and dale, for hamanldnd and towns. 
Come now, go homo with me : remember, all 
Who live on earth are mortal, great and email : 
Then take, good sir, yonr pleaenre while yon 

may! 
With life 8o ehort, 'twere wrong to loBe a day." 
This reasoning made the matio's head turn round; 
Forth from hie hole he isBaeH with a bonnd. 
And they two make together for their mark, 
In hopes to reaah the city dming dork. 
The midnight sky was beading over cJl, 
Wlien they set foot within a stately hall, 
Where conches of wronght ivory had been spread 
With gorgeons cOTerlets of Tyrian rod. 
And viands piled np high in baakete lay. 
The relics of a feast of yesterday. 
The townsman does the hononrs, lays his gaest 
At ease upon a conch with crimson dressed. 
Then nimbly moves in character of host, 
And offers in snocession boiled and roaat ; 
Nay, like awell'trained slave, eaeh wish prevents. 
And taatea before the tit-bits he presents. 
The gnest, rejoicing in his altered fore, 
Aasmnes in tnm a genial diner's air, . 
When hark I a sndden banging of the door : 
Eaob from his coaoh ie tumbled on the floor t 
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^If Seai^ they aotury ronnd the room, poor 

thingBf 
While the whole honee with barking maatifTa 

rings. 
Then aaje the metio : " It m&y do for jon, 
Thialife, bat Idon't likeiti softdiea: 
Give me mj hole, eeoure &om all alarms, 
m prove that tares and vetches Btill hare 
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Jamdudttm auseidto. 
Davub. Hoeace. 

S^4J0'YE listened long, and bin a word would 

t^Kc^^ Ent, as a slave, I dare not. 

E. Davus, ehp 

D. Yes, Davns, tme and futhfal, good enongh, 
Bat not too good to be of lasting staff. 

S. Well, take December's licence : 111 not balk 
Oar fathers' good intentions : have yonr talk. 

D. Some men there are take pleaanre in what's 
ill 
Fersistentlj, and do it with a will : 
The greater part keep wavering to and fro, 
And now all right, and now (Jl wrong the; go. 
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PrisoaB, we all remember, oft wontd wear 

Three rings b,% once, then Bhow hia finger bare; 

First he'd be senaitoi^ then knight, and then 

In an hoar's time a Benator again ; 

Flit trom a palace to a crib bo mean, 

A deoent Areedman acarce wonld there be aeen; 

Now with Atheniiui wits he'd make hia home. 

Now lire with scamps and profligates at Borne ; 

Bom in a Inoklesa honr, when every face 

YerbniiUiiiE weu« was pnlling a grimace. 

Shark Yolanerias tried to diaappoiut 

The gont that left his fingera ne'er a joint 

By hiring aome one at so mnch per day 

To Bhake the dioebos while he sat at play ; 

OonsiBtent in bis ianlta, ao leas a goose 

Than your poor wretch who ahifts from fast to 

B. For whom d'ye mean thia twaddle, tell me 
now, 
Tonhang-dogP 

D. Why, for yoo. 

S. Good Twlet, how P I 

D. Ton pnuae the life that people lived of old, 1 
When Bome was frugal and the age waa gold, 
And yet, if on a sndden forced to dwell 
"With men like those, yon'd Btrennoasly rebel. 
Either becanse yan don't believe at heart 
That what yon bawl for ia the happier pMt, 
Or that yon can't act ont what yon avow. 
Bat stand with oae foot atioking in the b1oii£^ 
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At Homo you hanker for yoor oonntiy home; 
Once in the oountry, there's no place like Bcmte. 
If not asked oat to sapper, then yon blesB 
The etare that let you eat year qaiet mese, 
Vow that engagements are mere doga, and think 
Tou're Kkppy that you've no one's wine to drink. 
But should Mtecenas, somewhat late, invite 
His favoorite bard to como by candle-light, 
" Bring me the oil this instant ! is there none 
Hears meP" you scream, and in a trice are gone: 
While MUtIus and his brother beasts of prey, 
With QorsM best not quoted, walk away, 
Tet what says Milvins ? " Honest truth to t«ll, 
I torn my nose up at a kitchen's Bmell ; 
Pm gnided by my stomach ; call me weak, 
' Coward, tay em- sponger, still by book you'll speak. 
But who are yon to treat me to your raps ? 
Tou're just as bad as I, nay worse perhaps, 
Thongh you've a cloak of decent words, forsooth, 
To throw at pleasure o'er the ugly truth." 
What if at last a greater fool you're found 
Than I, the slave yon bought for twenty pound P 
Kay, nay, don't scare me with that threatening eye : 
Unclench your fist and lay your anger by, 
While I retail the lessons which of late 
The porter taught me at Crispinus' gate. 

Tou're no adulterer : — nor a thief am I, 
When I see plate and wisely pass it by ; 
Bnt take away the danger, in a trice 
Nature unbridled plnugee into Tioe. 
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WLat F yon to be my maeter, who obey 

More persons, iia7,more things thaji words can eay. 

Whom not the pisstor's wand, though' fonr times 

waved, 
Ooold make le^ iyrtrnt-ridden, leas enslaTedF 
PrcBB home the matter further : how d'ye'oall 
- The thrall who's Bervant to another thrall P 
An understrapper, say ; the name wiU do ; 
Or fellow-servunt : such am I to yon : 
For you, whose work I do, do others' work. 
And move as dolls move when their wires we jerk. 
Who then is free f ' The sage, who keeps in check 
Hia baser self, who lives at his own beck. 
Whom neither poverty nor dungeon drear 
Nor death itself can ever pnt in fear. 
Who can reject life's goods, resist desire. 
Strong, finoly braced, and la himself entire, 
A hard smooth ball' that gives you ne'er a grip, 
'Q^st whom when Fortune runs, she's sure to 

Snch are the marks of freedom : look them through, 
And tell me, is there one belongs to yonp 
Tour mistress begs for money, plagues you sore, 
Ducks yon with water, drives you from her door. 
Then calls you back: break the vile bond^^; oiy 
" I'm fne, I'm free." — Alas, yon oannoi WhyP 
There's one within yon, armed with spur and stick, 
Who turns and drives yon, howsoe'er you kick. 

On one of Pansias' masterworks you pore. 
As you were crazy : what does Davns more, 
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Standing ftgape and strumag kaeei and eyes 
At some rade sketch of fenoera for a prize, 
■Where, drawn in chftrooal or red ochre, jnit 
As if alive, they parry and they thrnet P 
riaviiB gets called a loiterer and a Bcamp, 
Yoa (Bare the mark !) a critic of high stamp. 
If hot sweet-cakea ahonld tempt mjs, I am naught ; 
Do yon aay no to dainties as yon oaghtp 
Am I worse tronnced than yon when I obey 
l£y stomach P true, my back is made to pay : 
But when yon let rich tit-bits pass yonr lip 
That cost no trifle, do you 'scape the whipP' 
Indulging to excess, yon loathe yonr meat. 
And the bloat trunk betrays the gouty feet. 

The lad's a rogue who goes by night to chop 
A stolen flesh-bmeh at a fruiterer's shop : 
The man who sells a fium to buy good faroi 
Is there no slareiy to the stomach there F 

Then too you cannot spend an hour alone ; 
No company's more hate^ than yonr own; 
Ton dodge and give yourself the slip ; you seek 
In bed or in yonr cnps ftom care to Sneak : 
In rain : the black dog follows you, and hangs 
Close on your flying skirtB with hungry fangs. 

K. Where's there a stone P 

J), Who wants it P 

m. OrainkeP 

B. U^re raring this, or verse-m^dng belike. 

H. Unlessyon're offat once, you'll join theeight 
Who do their digging down at my estate. 
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TJi Nasidieni. 
HoRiCE. FumiAsins. 

^^^HAT rich KosidienTiB— let me hear 
^u^ HoiT yesterday jon FelJBhed hia good 

Por when I tried to get yon, I was told 

Yoa'd been there Binoa the day mus bIk hoim old. 

F. 0, 'twas the fisest treat 

H. Inform me, pray. 

What first was served your hnnger to idlay. 

F. Firet a Lncanian boar ; 'twas captured wild 
(So the host told ne) when the wind was mild ; 
Aronnd it, tnmipa, lettuce, radishes, 
By way of whet, with brine and Ooan lees. 
Then, whea the board, a maple one, was cleared, 
A high-girt slave with purple oloth appeared 
Ajid rabbed and wiped it clean : another boy 
Bemoyed the scraps, and Srll that might annt^: 
While daric Hydaepes, like an Attio niiud 
Who carries Ceres* basket, grave and stud. 
Came in with Ctecnbon, and, close behind, 
Alcon with Chian, which had ne'er been brined. 



■ tc i:. GoOt^lu 



92 BOOK II. 

Then eaid our host : " If Alban you'd prefer, 
Maoenas, or Falem, we have them, Sir." 

H. What sorry riohes I but I lail to glean 
Whoolae was present at so rare a scene. 

F. Myself at top, tlien Visous, and below 
Was Varine : after ns came Balatro, 
Yibidias also, present at the treat 
Unasked, as members of Msecenas* suite. 
Forcios and Nomentanns last, and he, 
Onr host, who lay. betwixt them, made the three : 
Potoibb the nndermost, a witty droll. 
Who makes yon langh by swallowing dieeseoakes 

WhUe Nomentonna' specialty was this, 
f To point things ont that vulgar eyes might miss; 
Por fifih and fowl, in fact whate'«r was placed 
Before vB, had, we found, a novel taste, 

IAs one experiment sufficed to show, 
Made on a floonder and a turbot's roe. 
Then,'tnraing the disconrse to fmit, he treats 
Of the right time for gathering honey-sweets ; 
; Plucked when the moon's on wane, it seenu they're 
red; 
For further details see the fonntain-head. 
When thus to Balatro Tibidius ; " Pie ! 
Let's drink him out, or unrevenged we die ; 
Here, bigger cups." Our entertwner'B oheek 
Tamed deadly white, as thus he heard him apeak ; 
For of the nuisances that can be&ll 
A man like him, your toper's worst of all, 
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Becaase, yaa. know, hot wiiiee do double wrong; 
They dnll the palate, and tbej edge the tongue. 
On go Yibidins and his mate, and tilt 
Whole flagons into cnps Allifte-bailt ; 
We follow emt : the host's two friends alone 
Forbore ta treat the wine-flaflk as their own. 

A lamprey now apgeara, a sprawling fish, 
With shrimps about it swimming in the dish. 
Whereon onr host remarks; "This fish was canght 
Wiule pregnant : aflier spawning it is nanght. 
We majce onr sance with oil, of the best strain 
Tena&om jields, and caviare from Spain, 
-Pout in Italian wine, Ave yearH in tun. 
While yet 'tie boiling ; when the boiling's done, 
Ghian Bnita best of all ; white pepper add, 
And Tinegw, from Lesbian wine tnmed bad. 
Sockets and elecampanes with this mess 
To boil, is my invention, I profess ; 
To put sea-urchins in, nnwaahed as caught, 
'Stead of made pickle, was Onrtillus' tboi^ht." 

U^ntime the curtains o'er the table spread 
Came tnmbling in a heap from overhead, 
Dr^ging withal black dust in wbirlwinds, more 
Than Boreas raises on Campania's floor .- 
We, when the shock is over, smile to see 
The danger less than we had feared 'twould be. 
And breathe ^ain. Poor Bnfbs drooped his head 
And wept so sore, you'd think his son was dead : 
And things seemed hastening to a tragic end, 
Bnt Nomentanus thns consoled his friend : 
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" Fortune, craelleBt of heaTsnly powers, 
Wbjmake such game of thia poor life of onrsP" 
Yuiua hie napkin to Ma month applied, 
A langh to stifle, or at least to hide : 
Bat Balatro, with his perpetnal sneer, 
Oriee, " Such is life, oapricions and severe, 
And hence it comes that merit never gains 
A meed of pruse proportioned to its pains. 
Whut gross injustice ! jnst that I ma^ get 
A handsome dinner, yon mnet fnme and fret. 
See that the bread's not burned, the saoce not 

spoiled. 
The serrants in thedr places, curled and oiled. 
Then too the risks ; the tapestry, as of lat«f 
May fall ; a stumbling groom may break a plate. 
But gifts, concealed by sunshine, are displayed 
In hosts, as in commanders, by the shade." 
Bnfiis returned, " Heaven speed things to your 

Snre ne'er was guest so friendly and so kindj" 
Then takes hia slippers. Head to head draws near. 
And each man's lips are at his neighbour's ear. 

ff. 'Tis better than a play ; but please i^tort 
Wliat farther things occurred to make yon spcnl;. 

F. Wei], while Yibidina takes the slaves to task. 
Enquiring if the tumble broke the flask, 
And Bdatro keeps starting some pretence 
For mirth, that we may laugh without offence. 
With elt^eoi brow retams our somptuoua firiend, 
Besolved, what ohaooe has damaged, art shall 
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Kore serrantB folloir, Btafi^eriiig 'neath the load 
Of a huge dish where limbH of orene were stowed, 
Salted and floured ; a goose's Hver, cramrued 
To twice its bulk, so close the figa were jammed ; 
And wings (Shares dresBed aeparate, better bo 
Th^ui eaten with the back, as gourmands know. 
Then blaokbirds with their breasts all burnt to 

' ooal. 
And pigeons withoat rnrnpe, not served np whole, 
Xhunties, no donbt, but then thei« came a speech 
About the laws and properties of each; 
At last the feeder and the food we quit. 
Taking revenge by tasdngne'er a bit. 
As if Canidia's month bad breathed an air 
Of viperonB poison on the whole affair. 
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t. To MSGBMAB. 

Prima diete m/^i. 

EUE of mj earliest Mase in daje 
gpast, 
I Theme that ahall be hereafter of my 



Why sninmoa hack, Mfecenae, to the list 
Your worn'Ont swordsman, pensioned and dis- 
missed P 
My age, mj mind, no longer are the same 
As when I first was 'prenticed to the game. 
Yeianias fastens to Alcides' gate 
His arms, then nestles in his snug estate: 
Think yon once more upon the arena's mai^ 
He'd care to stand and enpplicate diBchai^ ? 
No i I've a Mentor who, not once nor twice, 
Sreathes in my well-rinsed ear his eonnd advice, 
" Give rest in time to that old horse, for fear 
At last he fonnder "mid the general jeer." 



..Cooylt^ 



98 BOOK I. 

So now Z bid w.j idle songs sdien, 
And turn mj thoughts to what is right and trae; 
I search and searoh, and when I find, I lay 
The wisdom np against a tainj day. 

But what's my sect P yon ask mo ; I mast be 
A member sore of some fraternity ; 
Why no; Tve taken no man's shilling i none 
Of all your fathers owns me for his son ; 
Jnst where the weather drives ine, I invite 
Myself to take np qnarters for the night. 
Sow, all alert, I oope with life's rough nuun, 
A loyal follower in true virtue's train ; 
Anon, to Aristippus' camp I flit. 
And say, the world's for me, not I for it. 

Long as the night to ^'"1 whose love is gone, 
Long as the day to slaves that mnet woi^ on. 
Slow aa the year to the impatient ward 
Who finds a mother's tutelage too hard, 
So long, so slow the momenta tliat prevent 
The execution of my high intent, 
Of studying truths that rich and poor concern. 
Which yoong and old are lost nnless they learn. 
Well, if I cttnnot be a student, yet 
There's good in spelling at the alphabet. 
Tour eyes will never see like Lyncens' ; still 
You rub them with an ointment when they're ill : 
You cannot hope for Olyoo's stalwart Arame, 
Yet you'd av<Hd the gout that makes you lame. 
Some point of monJ progress eadi may gain. 
Though to aspire beyond it shonld provo wn. 
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Say, IB yonr boHom fevered with the fire 

Of BOrdid avarioe or unchecked dosire ? 

Enow, there are epella wiU help yon to allay 

The pain, and pttfc good part of it away. 

YoaVe bloated by ambition P take advice ; 

Ton hook will ease yon if yoD read it thrice. 

Bun thiYiagh the list of fonlts ; wbate'er yon be, 

Ooward, piokthank, spitfire, dmnkard, debanohee, 

Snbmit to onltnre patiently, yoa'll find 

Her charme can humanize the mdeat mind. 
To fly from vioe ie virtne : to be free 

Prom foolishneeB ib wiBdom'B flrst degree. 

Think of some ill yon feel a real disgrace, 
' The loBB of money or the loaa of place j 

To keep yonrself from these, how keen the strain I 

How dire the sweat of body and of brain I 

ThroDgh trope heat, o'er rooks and seas yon ran 

To ftirthest India, poverty to shun, 
I Tet Bcom the sage who offere yon release 

Prom vagrant wiaheB that distnrb yonr peace. 

Take some provincial pngilist, who gains 

A paltry cross-way prize for aH his pains ; 
' Place on his brow Olympja's chaplet, ectrned 

Without a Btro^le, wonld the gift be spnrnedP 
■ Gold connta for more than silver, all men hold : 

1 Why donbt that virtne counts for more than gold P 
I " Seek money first, good friends, and virtue next," 
' Each Janns lectures on the well-worn text ; 
' Lads learn it for their leaaons ; grey-haired men, 
\ Like Boboollx^B, drawl the sing-song o'er again. 
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Too lock, say, soma six thoaaand of the rate 
The law has eettled as a knight'a estate ) 
Though BOol, tongue, morals, credit, all the while 
Are jonra, yon reckon with the raak and file. 
£nt mark those children at their play ; they sing, 
" Deal fairly, youngster, and we'll crown you king," 
Be this yonr wall of braas, yoar coat of maU, 
A gnilelesB heart, a cheek no crime turns pale. 

Which ia the better teacher, tell me, pray, 
The law of Eoscins, or the children's lay 
That crowna fair dealing, by Camillus trolled, 
And manly Cnrius, in the days of old ; 
The Toic e t li* t,ao y ti , " Uake money, money, man.; 
Well, if BO be,— if not, which way you oau," 
That from a nearer distance yon may gaze 
At honest Papiusf all too moving plays ; 
Or that which bids you meet with dauutlesa brow. 
The frowns of Fortitne, aye, and shows you how F 

Suppose the world of Borne accosts me thus : 
" Ton walkwhere'ws walk; why not think with aq, 
Be onra for better or for worse, pursue 
The things we love, the things we hate esohei^ F " 
I answer aa sly Reynard answered, when 
The luling lion asked him to his den '. 
" I'm tHghtened at those footsteps : every track 
Leads to your home, bnt ne'er a one leads back," 
ITay, yon're a perfect Hydra : who shall choose 
Which view to follow out of all your views P 
Some farm the taxes ; some delight to see 
Thoir money grow by usnij, like a tree; 
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Some bait a mdow^trap with fraitB and cakes, ' 
And net old men, to stock their private Iskee. 
Bat grant t^t folks have different hobbies ; say, 
Does one man ride one hobby one whole day F 
*' Bai»'8 the place I" cries Orcesas : all is baste ; 
The lake, the sea, soon feel their master's taste : 
A new whim prompts : 'tis " Pack yonr tools to- 

Off for Teannm with the dawn of Ught ! " 
^e nnptdal bed is in his hall ; he swears 
None bnt a single life is free from cares ; 
Is he a bachelor P all human bliss, 
He TOWS, is centred in a wedded kiss. 

How shall I hold this Proteus in my gripe P 
How fii him down in one enduring type ? ■ 
Turn to the poor : their megrims are as strange { 
Bath, cockloft, barber, eating-honse, they change ; 
They hire a boat ; yonr born aristocrat 
Ib not mora Bqaeamish, tOBsing in his yacht. 

If, when we meet, I'm cropped in awkward style 
'Bj some uneven barber, then yon smile; 
You smile, if, as it haps, my gown's askew. 
If my shirt's ragged while my tunic's new ; 
How, if my min^^incon sequent, rejects 
What late it longed for, what it loathed afiects. 
Shifts every moment, with itself at strife. 
And makes a chaos of an ordered life, 
Builds castles up, then pulls them to the ground. 
Keeps changing round for square and square for 
round P 
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Ydn Bmile not ; 'tis xa everj-daj affoir ; 
I need no dootor'B, no, nor keeper's oare : 
Tet jon're m; patron, and wonld blnsh to &il 
In taking notioe of an Ul-pared nail. 

So, to Bnm up : the eage is half diTine, 
Bich, fVee, great, haadaome, Hng of IdngB, in fini 
A miracle of health &om toe to orownj 
Hind, heart, and head, save when his nose nme 



n. To L0LLIU8. 

Trojatd belU ecriptorem. 

fgg^ HILE yoa at Rome, dear Lollins, train 
fH^u yoar tongae, 

S^^ff^ 1 at FrmneBte read what Homer sung : 
What's good, what's bad, what helps, what hnrte, 

he shows 
Better in verse than Grantor does in proae. 
The reason why I think so, if youTl Bpare 
A moment from yonr business, I'll declare. 

The tale that tells how Greece and Asia strove 
In tedious battle all for Paris' love. 
Talks of the passions that ezcite the brain 
Of mad-cap kings and peoples not more sane. 



.an:«i;.C.O<)glu 



EPISTLE II. 103 

Antenor moyes to cut awaj the cause 
Of all tbeiT snfTermgs : does he gaia applaaee F 
"So; none Bhall force joang Farie to eajc^ 
Life, power and riches in hie own fair Troy. 
Nestor talcee pains the qtuurel to compose 
That makes Abides and Achilles foes : 
In vain; their passions are too strong to quell; 
Both bom with wrath, and one with love as well. 
Let kings go mad and blunder as they may, 
The people in the end are sure to pay. 
Strife, treachery, crime, lust, rage, 'tis error all, 
One mass of faults within, without the wall. 
Tarn to the second tale ; TUyBses shows 
How worth and wisdom triumph over woes r 
He, having conquered Trcg-, with sharp shrewd ken 
Explores the manners and the towns of men ; 
On the broad ocean, while he strives to win 
For him wid his return to home and kin. 
He braves nntold calamities, borne down 
By Fortune's waves, but never left to drown. 
The Sirens' song you know, and Circe's bowl : 
Had that sweet draught seduced his stupid soul 
As it seduced his fellows, he had been 
The senseless chattel of a wanton queen. 
Sank to the level of his bmte desire. 
An andean dog, a swine that loves the mire. 
Bat what are we f a mere consuming class, 
Jast fit for counting roughly in the mass, 
Idke to the suitors, or AloinonB' clan. 
Who spent vast pains upon the hnsk of man. 
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Slept on till mid-day, and enticed their can 
To rest bj lietening to a &voi]rite air. 

Bobbers get np bj night, men's throats to knive : 
Will you not wake to keep yonrself alivep 
Well, if you will not stir when aound, at last. 
When dropBioal, yonll he for moving faat : 
UnleBH yon light yonr lamp ere dawn and read 
Somewholeeomebook that highreaolvee may breed, 
Toall find yonr sleep go from yon, and will toss 
Upon yonr pillow, enviooe, lovesick, cross. 
Ton li^e no time in taking ont a &y, 
Or straw, it may be, that torments yonr eye; 
Why, when a 'thing devoora yonr mind, acljouni 
^nil this day year all thought of the concern ? 
Come now, haye courage to be wise : begin : 
Yon're halfway over when you once plunge in : 
He who puts off the time for mending, stands 
A olodpoll by the ittream with folded hands, 
Waiting till all the water be gone past ; 
But it rans on, and will, while time shall last. 
" Aye, bnt I must have tnoney, and a bride 
To bear me children, rich and well allied ; 
Those uncleared lands want tilling." Having got 
What will suffice you, seek no happier lot. 
Kot hoose er grounds, not heaps of brass or gold 
Will rid the frame of fever's heat and cold, 
Orcleansetbeheartofcare. He needs good health, 
Body and mind, who would enjoy his wealth ; 
Who fears or hankers, land and coontry-aeat 
Soothe just aa much as tickling gouty feet, 
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As pictures chajra an eje inflamed and blear, 
Ab roneio gratifles an ulcered ear. < 

Unleea the vessel whence we drink is pure, 
Wiate'er is poured therein turns foul, be sure. 
Make light of pleasure ; pleasure bought with pain 
Yields little profit, bnt much more of bane. 
The miser's always needy ; draw a line 
Within whose bound your wishes to confine. 
His neighbonr's fatness makes the envions lean ; 
"Sa tyrant e'er devised a pang so keen. 
Who goTerne not his wrath will wish undone 
The deeds he did " when the rash mood was on." 
Wrath is a short-lived madness : curb and bit 
Tour mind: 'twill rule yon, if you rule not it. 

While the coifs mouth ia soft, the trainer's ekill 
Moulds it to follow at the rider's will. 
Soon as the whelp can bay the deer's stuffed skin. 
He takes the woods, and swells the hunters' din. 
Now, while your system's plastic, ope each pore; 
If ow seek wise friends, and drink in all their lore : 
The Emell that's first imparted will adhere 
To aeasoued jars through many an after year. 

But if yon lag behiud or head me fas, 
Dont think I mean to mend my pace, or mar ; 
In my own jog-trot fashion on I go, 
Not vying with the swift, not wiutiug for the slow. 
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III. To JtrLius Flobub. 

Jvli More. 

^^^^LOEUS, I wish' to learn, bnt don't know 

wsS^/® Wkere ClaudiuB and his troops are qnar- 

Say, is it Thrace and Htemae' winter snowa, 
Or the famed strait 'twixt tower and tower that 

Or Asia's rich ezaberance of plain 
And apland slope, that holds 70a in its chain P 
Inform me too (for that, 70a will not dQnbt, 
CoQcems me), what the ingenious staff's about ; 
Who writea of Cffisar's triumpha, and portrays 
The tale of peace and war for futnre days P 
How thrives friend Titins, who will soon become 
A household word in the saloons of Borne ; 
Who dares to drink of Pindar's well, and looks 
With scorn on onr cheap tanks and vulgar brooks F 
Wastes he a thought on Horace P does he euit 
The strains of Thebes or Latinin's virgin lute, 
Ih^ fovoiir of the Mnee, or grandly rage 
And roll big thunder on the tragic stage P 
What is my Celsus doing? oft, in truth. 
Pre framed him, and he needs it yet, good youth, 
To trust him.self, nor touch the classic stores 
That Palatine Apollo keeps indoors, 
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Lest vliea some da^ the feathered tribe resames 
(Yon know the tale) the appropriated plumes, 
Fdka laugh to Bee h\m act the jackdaw's part, 
Deaaded. of the drees that looked bo smart. 

And joa, what aims are jonrs ? what thjmy 
ground 
Allures the bee to hover round and round P 
Not small jonr wit, nor rugged and unkempt ; 
Twill answer bravelj to a bold attempt : 
Whether you train for pleading, or essay 
To practise law, or Arame some graceful lay. 
The ivy -wreath awuts yon. Conld you bear 
To leave quack nostroms, that but pcJliate care, 
Then might you lean on heavenly wisdom's hand 
And use her guidance to a loftier laud. 
Be this our task, whate'er our station, who 
To country and to self would fain be true. 

This too concerns me : does Munatins hold 
In Floras' heart the place he held of old. 
Or is that ugly breach in your good will 
We hoped had closed unhealed and gaping still P 
Well, be it youth or ignorance of life 
That sets your hot migovemed bloods at strife. 
Where'er yon bide, 'twere shame to break the ties - 
Which made yon once sworn brethren and allies : 
80, when your safe return shall come to pas^, 
I've got a votive heifer out at grass. 
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Aia, nost/rorum. 

^^^SLBITIS, kind critio of my Batires, say, 
^^^> What do yon down at Fednm far away F 
^^^^ Are yoa composing what will dim the 

Of OassinB' works, ho delicately, fine, 

Or eaunteriiig, calm and healthfol, throngh the 

Bent on each thoughts as suit the wise and good P 
No brainless tnink is yonrs ; a form to please, 
Wealth, wit to nee it, Heaven vonchaafeB you 

these. 
What oould f<Hid norse wish more for her sweet pet 
Thaji friends, good looks, and health without a let, 
A shrewd clear head, a tongns to speak his mind, 
A Hftenily household, and a purse well-lined P 

Let hopes and sorrows, fears and angers be. 
And think each day that dawns the last you'll Bee ; 
For BO the hour that greets you ilnforeseen 
Wm bring with it enjoyment twice as keen. 

Ask yon of me p you'll langh to find me grown 
A hog of EpionruB, fall twelve stone. 
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'") V. To ToBftrATus. 

8i potee Arckiains. 

^^^^F 70a can lie, Torqnatns, when 7011 take 
^^^^f Yoar meal, upon a coach of ArcMu' 

And snp off potherbs, gathered ae they come, 

Youll join me, please, by eanset at my home. 

My wine, not fiir from SinnesBa grown, 

Ib bat six years in battle, I mnet own : 

If yon've a better vintage, send it here. 

Or take yonr cae from him who finda the cheer. 

My hearth is swept, my honaehold looks its best^ 

And all my fiimitnre expects a goeat 

Forego yonr dreams of riches and applanse, ■ 

Forget e'en Mosohna' memorable cause ; 

To-mOTTOw'H Cmaar'a birthday, which we keep 

By taking, to begin with, extra sleep ; 

So, if with pleasant oonverse we prolong 

This summer night, we scarcely shall do wrong. 

Why should the Gods have put me at my ease. 
If I mayn't uae my fortune as I please ? 
The man who stints and pinches for his hear 
la neit-door neighbour to a fool, I'll awear. 
Here, give me flowers to strew, my goblet fill, 
And let men call me mad-cap if they wilL 
0, drink is mighty I secrets it unlocks, 
TaruB hope to &ct, seta opwarda on to box, 
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Takes bardena &om the carewom, flnda oat parts 
In stupid folks, and teaches niikmowii arts. 
What tongue hangs fire when qoiokened by the 

bowl? 
Wliat wretch so poor bnt wine expands hia son.1 P 

Meanwhile, I'm bound in dntj, nothing loth. 
To see that nonght in ooverlet or cloth 
May give you canse to sniff, that dish and cap 
May serve you as » mirror while you sup ; 
To have my guests" well -sorted, and take cara 
That none is present wholl tell tt^es elsewhere. 
Toall find friend Butra and Septidns here. 
Ditto SabinuB, failing better cheer : 
And each might bring a friend or two as well. 
But then, you know, close pacldngV apt to smeU. 
Come, name your number, and elude the gnard 
Your client keeps by slipping through the ^rd. 



VX To NoiaoiDB. 

Nil adnUra/ri, 

^^^^OT to admire, ITamiciuB, is the best, 
^I^Sm The only way, to make and keep n 

The sun, the stars, the seasons of die year 
That come and go, some gaze at fvitlioat fear : 
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What think 70a of the giils of earth and sea. 
The untold wealth of Ind or Araby, 
Or, to come nearer home, onr games and shows, 
The plandits and the boaonrs Borne beetowa F 
How should we view them? ought thej to oonvolse 
The weU-stning frame and agitate the pnlseP 
Who fears the contnuy, or who desires 
The things themselves, in either case admires ; 
Each waj there's flutter ; something unforeseen 
Disturbs the mind that else had been serene. 
J07, grief, desire or fear, whate'er the name 
The passion bears, its inflnenoe is the same ; 
Where thin^ exceed ^onr hope of fall below, 
Yoa stare, look blank, grow nnmb from top to toe. 
E'en virtue's self, if followed to excess, 
Tiime right to wrong, good sense to foolishness. 

Go now, my friend, drink in with all your eyes 
Bionze, silver, marble, gems, and Tyrian dyes. 
Feel pride when speaking in the sight of Rome, 
Gto eariy out to 'Change and late come home. 
For fear your income drop beneath the rate 
That oomes to Mutns from his wife's estate. 
And (shame and scandal I), though his line is 

Yon give the piu to him, not he to you. 
Whate'er is buried moxmts at last to Ught, 
While thingB get hid in turn that once looked 

bright. 
So when Agrippa's taall and Appius' way 
Have watched your well-known figure day by day. 
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At length the summona oomea, and yon muat go 
To Numa and to Ancns down belorr. 

Your aide's m pun ; a doctor liits the blot ; 
Ton wiah to lire aright (and who doea not F) ; 
If virtne holds the aeoret, don't defer ; 
Be off with pleaanre, and be on with her. 
Sat no; jon think all morale aophiata' tricka, 
Bring virtae down to words, a grove to sticka; 
Then hey for wealth I quick, quick, foreatall the 

trade 
With Fhijgia and the Eaat, jonr fortone'B made. 
One thooBBod talents here — one thousand there — 
A third — a fourth, to make the thing four-square. 
A downed wife, frienda, beauty, birth, fair fame, 
Theee are the gifta of money, heavenly dame : 
Be but a moneyed man, persnaaion tdps 
Tonr tongue, and Venua aettles on your lipa. 
The Cappadocian king has alaves enow. 
But gold he lacks : so be it not with you. 
Lucnllna wae reqneated once, they aay, 
A hnndred .aoarvea to (^miah for the play : 
" A hnndred ! " he replied, " 'tis monstroua ; Btill 
ni look ; and aend you what I have, I will." 
Ere long he writes : " Five thousand scarves 1 6nd ; 
lUce part of them, or all if yon're inclined." 
Thab'a a poor house where there's not much to 

Which maatera never misa and. servants wear. 
So, if *tb wealth that nu^ea and keepa na bleat, 
Be first to atart and laat to drop the qoest. 
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If power and mob-applauae be man's obief (urns. 
Let's hire a slave to tell us people's names, 
To jog UB on the side, and make as reach, 
At risk of tnmhling down, a hand to each: 
" This mlea the Fabian, that the Yeline clan ; 
Jaat as he likes, he seats or onste his man :" 
Observe their agBS, have yotir greeting pat. 
And duly "brother" this, and "Either" that. 

Say that the art to live's the art to enp. 
Go fishing, hunting, soon as ennlight's ap. 
As did Oargilins, who at break of day 
Swept with his nets and spears the crowded way. 
Then, while all Bome looked on in wonder, bronght 
Home on a single mole a boar he'd bought. 
Thence pass on to the bath-room, gorged and crude, 
Oor stomachs stretched with nndigeated food. 
Lost to all self-respeot, all sense of shame, 
Diafi-anchised freeman, Homane but in name. 
Like to UlysseB' crew, that worthless band. 
Who cared for pleasure more than fatherland. 

If, as Mimnermns tells yon, life is flat 
With nought to lore, devote yourself to that. 

Farewell.' if yon can mend these precepts, do: 
If not, what serres for me may serve for yon. 
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Qtdnque diee Ubi polUdtvs, 

(^^^^IVE dftjB I told yon at my &rm I'd stay, - 
gf^wK And lol the whole of Angoat I'm. away. 
^sS'a/* Well, bat, MsBcena*, yon woold have ma 

live. 
And, were I sick, my i^Bence yon'd tar^ye t 
So let me crave indulgence for the fear 
Of foiling ill at this bad time of year, 
When, thanka to early fi^ and enltry heat. 
The undertaker figaree with his suite, 
When &thera all and fond mammas grow pitle 
At what may happen to their yonng K^tb male. 
And conrtiB and lerees, tomi-bred m^rt^* ilia, 
Bring fevers on, and brei^ the seals of wills. 
When winter strews the AJban fields with snow, 
Dawn to the sea your chilly bard will go, 
There keep the hoaae and study at his ease, 
All huddled up together, nose and knees t 
With the first swallow, if yon'll hare him than, 
He'll come, dear Mend, and visit yon again. 

Not like the coarse Oalabrian boor, who pressed 
His store of pears apon a sated gnest. 
Have yon bestowed your fEivonrg. " Eat them, 

pray." 
" IVe done." " Then cany all yoa please away." 
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*' I thimk you, no," " Tour boya wcm't like yon 

Yar takmg home a Back of them, I gaeee." 

" I oonld not thank yon more if I took all." 

" Ah well, if yon won't eat them, the pigs shall." 

'Tia Billy prodigality, to throw 

Those ffSti broadcast whose 'valne yon don't know : 

Such tillage yields ingratitude, and will. 

While human natiare is the soil yon tilL 

A wise good man has ears for merit's clium, 

Yet does not reckon brass and gold the Bame. 

I also will " BBBnme deBort," and prove 

I Talne him whose bonnty speaks his love. 

If yon would keep me always, give me back 
My sturdy aides, my olnstering locks of black, 
My pleasant voice and langh, the tears I shed 
That night when Cinara from the table fled. 
A poor pinched field-mottso chanced to make ita 

Tbrongh a small rent in a wheat-sack one day, 
And, having gorged and stuffed, essayed in viun 
To equeeze its body through the hole again ; 
"Ah I" cried a weasel, "wait till you get Uiin; 
Then, if you will, creep out as yon crept in." 
Well, if to me the story folks apply, 
I give np all I've got without a sigh: 
Kot mine to oram down guinea-fowls, and then 
Heap prusea on Uie sleep of labouring men t 
Give me a oonntry life and leave me free, 
I would nob ohoue the wealth irf Anby> 
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Pve oaJied joa Father, praised joar royal j^raoc 
Behind toot back ae well ae to joat face; 
Ton've owned I have a couBoience: try me acm, 
If I can quit your gifts with cheerfnl brow. 
That was a prudent oiiHWer which, we're told. 
The son of wise Ulysses made of old: 
" Onr Ithaca is scarce the place for steeds; 
It h&B no level plains, no grassy meads : 
Atiides, if yon'll let me. 111 decline 
A gift that better meets your wants than mine." 
Small things become small folks : imperial Borne 
Is all too large, too bastling for a home; 
The empty heights of Tibnr, or the bay 
Of Hoft Tarentttm, more are in my way. 

Philip, the Qunone connsel, years ago, 
Was moving home at two, sedate and slorr. 
Old, and fatigned with pleading at the bar, 
And grumbling that he Uved away so far. 
When suddenly he chanced his eye to drop 
On a Bpruoe personage in a barber's shop. 
Who in the shopman's absence lounged at ease, 
Paring his nails as calmly as yon please. 
"Demetrios"— BO was called the slave be kept 
To do his errands, a wGll-trwned adept — 
'* Pind ont abont that Tnan for me ; enqoire 
His name and rank, his patron or his sire." 
He soon brings word that Mena is the name, 
An anction<crier, poor, bnt without blame. 
One who can work or idle, get or spend. 
Who loves his home and likes to aee a friend, 
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Enjoje the taroaa, and when work's got throogh. 

Hies to the field, and does as othera do. 

" m hear the detaile tram himself : go say 

111 thank him if he'll aup with me to-daj." 

Aleaa can ecarce believe it ; posed and mom 

He ponders ; then, with thanks, declines to oome. 

" Whatf does he dare to say me naj?" "Just so; 

Be it reserve or disrespeot, 'tis no." 

Philip next mom finds M ena at a sale 

Where odda and enda are going by retiul, 

And greets him first. He, atammeringlj profase, 

AllegHs ties of bnaineaa in ezcnse 

For not bj day-break knooMng at hie door, 

And laet, for not observing him before, 

" Well, bygones shall be bygonea, if so be 

Yoa*U oome this afternoon and Bnp with me." 

"Fm at yonr service." " Then 'twixt four and five 

Yonll come : now go, and do yonr best to thrive." 

He's there in time ; what comes into his head 

He chatters, right or wrong ; then off to bed. 

So, when he'd learnt to nibble at the b^t. 

At levee early and at snpper late. 

One holiday he's bidden to oome down 

With Philip to hia villa ont of town. 

Aatride on horaebaok, both, he vowa, ore rare. 

The Sabine ooontry and the Sabine air. 

Philip looks on and chocUes, his one aim 

To get a langh by keeping np the game. 

Lends him seven hnndred, gives him out of hand 

Seven more, and leads lum on to bay Bome land. 
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Tie bought : to make a leugtfaj tale conoiBe, 

Tlie man becomes a down who once was nice, 
Talks aU of elmB and Tineyards, plonghs and soil. 
And ages faat with Btraggling and sheer toil ; 
Till, when his sheep are atolen, his bollock drops, 
EIb goats die oS', a blight destroya bin arops, 
One night he takes a waggon-hone, and sore 
With all his loBsea, rides to Fhilip'a door. 
Philip peroeirea him sqnalid and nnshom, 
And cries, " Why, Uena ! surely yoa look worn ; 
Ton work too hard," " Nay, call me wretch," 

says he, 
" Qood patron ; tie the only name for me. 
So now, by all that's binding among men, 
I beg yon, give me my dd life agiun." 

He that finds oat he'e changed his lot tiet worse, 
Let him betimes the untoward chdce reverse : 
For still, when all is said, the role stands fast, 
That each man's shoe be made on his own last. 



VIII. To GsLBira AiaraovAuns. 
OeUo gaudere. 

^^SgEAl/DH to friend Celsns — ao, good Kose, 

sKsW* Who holds the pen in Nero's little oonrt I 
If asked abovt me, say, I plan and plan. 
Yet live a useless and nnhappy man ; 
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B have spared my olivCB, hail my Tinea ; 
Ko herd of mine ia far-off pasture pines : 
Yet ne'ertheleea I suffer ; honxlf teased 
Less by a body than, a mind diseased, 
Na ear have I to hear, no heart to heed 
The words of wisdom that might serve my need, 
Froirn on my doctors, with the friends am wroth 
Who fiun would ronse me from my fat^ sloth, 
Se^ what has harmed me, Bhnn what looks of ase. 
Town-bird at libnr, and at Borne reclnae. 
Then ask him how his health is, how he fares, 
How prospers with the prince and his confreres. 
If he says Well, first tell him yon rejoice. 
Then add one little hint (bat drop yonr voioe), 
" As Celsns bears his fortime well or ill. 
So bear with Celsns his aoqnaintance wUl." 



IX. To TiBKBius Ci^Dsius Nxso. 

BefHtivius, Claudi, 

I^S^jEFTIMIirS, Nero, seems to comprehend, 
^^^K As none else does, how yon esteem yonr 

For when he begs, nay, forces me, good man. 
To move yon in bis favour, if I can. 
As not nnfit tf^e heart and home to share 
Of Clandins, who selects his staff with care. 
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Biddiag me act as though I filled the place 

Of one joa honour with joor epecial gmc«, 

He HMB and knowe'what I may eafely try 

B7 waf of influence better e'en than I. 

Believe me, manj were the pleas I need 

In the vain hope to get myself exoneed : 

Bat then there came a natural fear, jon knov. 

Lest I should seem to rate my powers too low, 

To make a snag pecnlinm of mj own, 

And keep mj influence for myself qlone : 

So, fearing to incur more serious blame, 

I bronze my (Wtnt, step down, and play my game. 

If then yon praise the sacrifice I make 

In waiving modesty for friendship's sake. 

Admit him to your circle, when youVe read 

TheaS lines, and tmst me for his heart and head. 



X. To Abibtiub Bhreccs. 

JTrbie amatorem. 

^^^^0 FuBcua, lover of the city, I 
^W^ Who love the country, wish prosperity : 
S^!^^ In this one thing unlike, in eil beside 
We might be twins, so nearly we're allied ; 
Sharing each other's hates, each other's loves. 
We bill and coo, like two fomiliar dovcB. 
You keep the nest : I love the rural scene, 



,.„.Go„glc 



EPISTLE X. 121 

Fresh numels, moBe-grown rocks, Emd woodl&nd 

What wonldjoa more P once let me leave thethings 
You praise so much, mj life is like a king's : 
Like the prieat'H rnnaway, I CBnnbt eat 
Yoor cakes, but pine for bread of wholesome wheat. 

I^ow saj that it behoves as to adjtut 
Our lives to nature (wisdom says we must) : 
yon want a site for building : can you find 
A place that's Jike the country to your mind P 
Where have yon milder winters P where are airs 
That breathemore grateful when the Bogstar glares, 
Or when the lion feels in eveiy vein 
The snn'S'Sharp thrill, and maddens with the pun P 
Is there a spot where care contrives to keep 
At farther distance tttaa the coQoh of sleep P 
Is sprin^g grass less sweet to nose or eyes 
Than Libyan marble's tesselated dyea P 
Does purer water strain your pipes of lead 
Than that which ripples down the brooklet's bed? 
Why, 'mid yoor Parian columns trees yon train, 
And pr^e the house that fronts a wide domain. 
Drive ITatore forth by force, she'll turn and ront 
The felse refinements that would keep her oat. 

The IncklesB wight who can't tell side by side 
A l^rian fleece &om one Aqninum-dyed, 
Is not more sorely, keenly, made to smart 
Than he who knows not truth and Ues apart. 
Take too much pleaeore in good things, youll feel 
The shook of adverse fortune makes yon reel. 
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Begard a thing with wonder, with & wrench 
Yoall ^ve it np when bidden to retrench. 
E^p dear of oonrta : a homely life tnuasoende 
Tha vannted bliae of monarchs and th^ friends. 

Tlie Btag was wont to qgarrel with the Bteed, 
Nor let him grtue in conunon on the mead : 
The steed, who got the worst in each attack. 
Asked help ftum man, and took him on his back : 
Bnt when his foe was qnelled, lie ne'er got rid 
Of his new friend, still bridled and bestrid. 
So he who, fearing pennij, loses hold 
Of independence, better for than gold, 
■Will toil, a hopeleee drudge, till life ia spent, 
Beoanse he'll never, never learn content 
Ueous sbonld, like ehoes, be neither large nor small-. 
Too wide, thsy trip na np, too strait, they gall. 

Then live contented, Fnacoe, nor be slow 
To give a ftdendly rap to one you know. 
Whene'er yon find me BtmggUng to increase 
Uy neat sofficienc^, and ne'er at peace. 
Gold will be slave or mSBtsr : tis more fit 
That it be led by OS than we by it. 

From tumble-down Vacuna's ffene I write, 
Wanting bnt ycia to make me hapivf quite. 
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XI, To BuixATius. 

Qmd ttbi visa Ohioa f 

^^t^^ OW like jon Chios, good BolIatiaB ? what 
W@^ Think yoa of Lesbos, that world-famous 

What of the town of Samoa,' trim and neat, 
And what of Sardis, Crcesas' rojal seat F 
Of Smyrna what and Colophon P are they 
Greater or less than traveLlers' stories saj P 
Do all look poor beside onr Bceues at home, 
The field of Mars, the river of old Home P 
Say, is yoop fiuicy fixed npon some town 
Which formed a gem in Attalas's crown P 
Or would yon torn to Lebedna for ease 
In mere diBgnBt at weary roads and seas ? 
Ton know what Lebedns is like j so bare, 
With Qabii or Mdea» 'twould compare; 
Yet there, methinkB, I wonld accept my lot, 
My friends forgetting, by my friends forgot. 
Stand on the diff at distance, and sorrey 
^e stormy sea-god's wild Titanic play. 
Yet he that oOmea from Gapna, dashing in 
To Borne, all splashed and wetted to the skin, 
Thongh in a tavern glad one night to b^de, - 
Would not be pleased to live there till he died: 
If he gets cold, he lets his fonoy rove 
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In quest of blisB beyond a bath or stove : 

And yon, though tosBedjnet now by a stiff breeze, 

Don't therefore Hell yoiir vessel beyond seae. 

But what are Rhodes and Lesbos, and the reet. 
E'en let a traveller rate them at their best f 
No more the wanta of healthy minds they meet 
Than does a jersey in a driving sleet, 
A cloak in enmrner, Tiber throngh the snow, 
A chafing-dish in August's midday glow. 
So, while health lasts, and Fortune keeps her 

We'll pay our devoir to your Oret^an isles. 
Praise them on this condition — that we stay 
In our own land, a thousand miles away. 

Seize then each happy hour the gods dispense, 
JTor fix eiyoyment for a twelvemonth hence. 
So may yon testify with truth, where'er 
You're quartered, 'tis a pleasure to be there : 
For if the cure of mental ills is due 
To sense and wisdom, not a fine sea-view. 
We come to this ; when o'er the world we range 
'Tis but our climate, not our mind we change. 
What active inactivity is this. 
To go in ships and cars to search for bliss 1 
No ; what you seek, at TJlubrw youll find. 
If to the quest you bring a balanced mind. 
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XII. To ICCIUB. 

JVwoh'&iM Agrippm, 

5fi^j^SF, worthy Icdna, properlj yon use 
^Bflgl What you collect, Agrippa's revenues, 
00^* you're well supplied : emA. Jove himBelf 

could tell 
!No way to make you better off than welL 
A trace to marmiuiDg: with another's etora 
To nae at pleasure, who shall call yoa poOTP 
Sides, stomach, feet, if these are all in health, 
What more oonld man procore with princely wealthP 

If, with a well-spread table, vhen you dine, 
To pliun green food your eating you confine. 
Though some fine day a rich Faotoliaa rill 
Should flood yoor hooae, yoa'd mnnoh your pot- ' 

herbs still. 
From haUt or conviction, which o'er-ride 
The power of gold, and league on virtue's side. 
Ko need to marvel at the stories told 
Of simple-sage Democritus of old, 
Hov, while his sonl was soaring in the sky, 
The sheep got in and nibbled down his rye. 
When, spite of lucre's strong contagion, yet 
On lofty problems all your thoughts are set, — 
What checks the sea, what heats and cools Qio year. 
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If law or impnlM guides the stany ■jrfiere, 
Wliat power presideB o'er ImiEkr wanderings. 
What means the jarring harmony of things. 
Which aAer all is wise, and whioh the focd, 
Empedodee or the Stertinian BohooL 

Bat whether you're for taking fishes' lifb, 
Of against leeks and onions whet yonr knife, 
Let GroBphoB be yonr Mend, and should he plead 
For anght he wants, anticipate his need ; 
Hell nev^ ontetep reason ; and yon know. 
When good men lack, the price of fiiends is low. 

Bnt what of Borne P Agrippa has increased 
Her power in Spun, Tiberius in the East : 
Fhroates, hnmbly bending on his knee, 
Snbmits himself to OeBBar's sovereignty : 
While golden Plenty irom her teeming horn 
Fours down oa Italy abundant corn. 
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XIII. To ViNins A«LLA. 

Ut proficiecentem, 

^^^^3 I hare told yon oft, deliver then, 
^^^1 My sealed-ap volnmes, to Angnsttu, 

IViend Yinina, if he's well and in good trim. 
And (one proviso more) if asked by him : 
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Beware of prer-zeal, nor diBConunend 
tSj works, bj plftjing the impetaons Mend. 
Suppose mj budget, ere yon get to town, 
Should gaU jon, better strughtway throw it down 
Than, when jonVe reached Uie palace, fling the 

pack 
With animal impatience &om tout back, 
And BO be thought in natnre as in name 
Your fother'e colt, and made some joker's game. 
Tour powers of tough endurance will avail 
With brooks and ponde to ford and hills to soale ; 
Bnt when you've quelled the perils of the road, 
^^ce special care how you adjust jour load : 
Eon't tuck beneath your ivm these precious giAs, 
Ab drunken !^rrhia does the wo<d she lifts. 
As rustics do a lamb, as humble wights i 
Their .cap and slippers when asked out at nights. 
Don't tell the world you've toiled and sweated hard 
In carrying lays which Cnsar may regiu^ : 
Push on, nor stop for questions. Now good bye; 
Bat pray don't trip, and amosli the poetiy. 



C.Google 



ZIV. To HIS Bailuf. 



Sj^^SfOOD bailiff of mj fBrm, that snug donuuit 
^^^^ Which maJtoH its roaeter feel himself 
i^JSS again. 

Which, thoagh yon eniff at it, coold once support 
Five hearths, and send five etatesmen to the court, 
Let's have a matoh in hoBbandiy j we'll try 
Which can do weeding better, you or I, 
And see if Horace more repays the hand 
That clears him of bis thistles, or his land. 
Though here Tm kept administering relief 
To my poor Lamia's broken-hearted grief 
For his lost brother, ne'ertheless my thought 
Flies to my woods, and coants the distance nought. 
Yoa praise the townsnian'e, I the ruetic's state: 
Admiring others' lots, onr own we hate ; 
Each blames the place he lives in ; but the mind 
Is most in fault, which ne'er leaves self behind. 
A town-house drudge, for farms you used to sigh; 
Now towns and shows and baths are all your cry : 
But I'm consistent with myself; you know 
I gmmble, when to Rome I'm forced to ga 
Trath is, our standards differ: what your taste 
OondemnB, forsooth, as so much savage waste, 
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lUxe nun wlio thinkii with Horace thin^ (Urine, 
And hates the things which yon believB bo flos. 
I know fonr secret ■■ 'tis Ute cook-shop breeds 
That lively aeuBe at what the conntrj needs : 
Yon griere beoanse thiij little nook of mine 
Wonld bear Arabian apice aa soon as wine ; 
Becanse no tavern happens to be nigh 
"Where yon can go and tipple on the Ely, 
TSq saucy flnte-girl, &t w.toae jigging sound 
You bringyijiir feet down lombering to the ground. ' 
And yet, metJiinkB, yoa'v€ plenty on your hand* ' 
In breaking up these long nnharrowed luids ; 
The 03, unyoked and reeting frtm the plough, 
Wants fodder, stripped from elm or poplar boo^ ; 
You've woric too at the river, when there's rain. 
As, bnt for a atrong bank, twould flood the plain. 
Now have a little patience, yon ehall see 
What make* the gulf between yourself and me : 
I, who once wore gay clothes and well-dressed hair, 
I, who, thoogh poor, could please a greedy fair, 
I, who could tif; from mid-day o'er Falem, 
Now like short meale and slumbers by the bom : 
No shune I deeik it to have had my sport ; 
The'shame had b'Sen in frolics not cat short. 
There at my farm I &ar no evil eye ; 
No pickthank blights my crops m he goes by ; 
My honest n^^bonrs Uogh to ste me wield 
A heavy rake, at dibble my own field. 
Were wishes wings, you'd join my sIat^b in town. 
And share the rations that they swallow down: 
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WLilo that sharp footboy euvios yon tlie uso 
Of what my garden, flocks, and woods produce. 
The horse would plough, the os wotild draw the car. 
TSq ; do the work you know, and tarry where you 



XV. To C. NuMONius Vaia. 

Qute sit hiems VcIUb. 

^^^^F Yelia and Salcnmm tell me, pray, 
i(^^^ The climato, and tho natives, and the 

For Bium now is lost on mo, and I, 

Once its staunch friend, »m tarnod its enemy, 

Through Musa'B ftinlt, who makes me undergo 

His cold-bath ti'eatment, spite of frost and snow. 

Good sooth, the town ia filled with spleen, to see 

Its myrtlo-grovos attract no company ; 

To find its sulphur-wells, which forced out pain 

From joint and siuew, treated with disdain 

Hy tender choets and hoad^, now grown so bold, 

Thoy brave cold water in the depth of cold. 

And, finding down at Clnsium what tLoy want, 

Or Gabii, say, make that their winter haunt. 

Yes, I muBt change my quarters ; my good horse 

Must pass the inns where once hostopiied of course. 
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" How now, you creatareP I'm not bound to-day 
For Camte or for BtHfe," I ehall eay, 
Polling the left rein angrily, becaoee 
A hoTBe when bridled listens ttirot^h his jaws. 
WHch place is best supplied with com, d'ye thinkp 
Have they nun- water or ^sh springs to drink p 
Their #ines I care not for: when at my iarm. 
I can drink any sort without much harm ; 
Bat at the sea I need a generous kind 
To Harm my veins and pass into my mind, 
Enrich me with new hopes, choice words supply. 
And moke me comely in a lady's eye. 
"Which tract ia best for game, on which sea-coast 
Urchins and other fish abound the most, 
That 80, when 1 return, my Mends may sea 
A sleek Phfeaoian come to life in me: 
These things yoa needs must tell me, Tala dear. 
And I no less must act on what I hear. 
1 "Wlien lUienius, aSber nobly gobbling down 
His fortune, took to living on the town, 
A social beast of prey, with no fixed home. 
He T«nged and ravened o'er the whole of Borne ; 
Bib maw onfilled, he'd turn on Mend and foe ; 
None was too high for worrying, none too low ; 
The scourge and mnrrain of each butoher's shop. 
Whatever he got, he stuffed into his crop. 
So, when he'd failed in getting e'er a bit 
From those who liked or feared hia wicked wit, 
Then down a throat of three-bear power he'd cram 
Plate after plate of offal, tripe or lambt 
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And Bwear, as Beatdns might, yotu gourmand 

Should hare their stomache hranded like a Blave'e. 
Bat gjve tlie brute a piece of daintier pray, 
When all Tras done, he'd emaok his lips and Bay, 
" In faith I cannot wonder, when I hear 
Of folks who waste a fortune on good cheer, 
For there's no treat in nature more divine 
Than a fat throBh or a big paunch of swine." 
I'm just his double : when my purae is lean 
I hag jnyBelf, and praise the golden mean, 
Stoat when not tempted ; but suppose som^ day 
A special titbit comes into my way, 
I.TOW man's happiness is ne'er complete 
Till based on a substantial country seat. 

XVI. To Qciifcxnrs, 
Ne p 



^^i^BOUT my farm, dear Quinotius ; you 

^M^j would know 

^^^ What sort of produce for its lord 'twill 

Plough-land is it, or meadow-land, or soil 
For apples, rine-clad elma, or olive oil P 
So (but yoall think me garrulous) Til write 
A full descriptjou of ita form and site. 
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In long con^nons line the moQutainB ran, 
Cleft by a valley which twice feels the son. 
Once on the right when firat he liftB his beams. 
Once on the left, when he descends in steams. 
Tott'd praise the climate r well, and what d'ye say 
To aloes and cornels hanging from the spray P 
What to the oak and ilex, that afford 
Frnit to the cattle, shelter to their lord? 
What, bnt that rich Tarentnm must have been 
Transplanted nearer Bome with all its green F 
Then tJiere's a foontcun of sofficient size 
To name the river that takes thenee its rise, 
'Sat Thraci&n Hehma colder or more pore. 
Of power the head's and stomach's ills to onre. 
This sweet retirement — nay, 'tis more than sweet — 
Ensures my health e'en in September's heat. 

And how fare yon f if yoa deserve in trnth 
'The name men give yon, you're a happy yoath : 
Bome's thoosand tongaes, agreed at least in this, 
Ascribe to yon a plenitnde of bliss. 
Yet, when yon jndge of aelf, I fear yon're prone 
To take another's word before yonr own. 
To think of happiness ae twere a prize 
That men may win thongh neither good nor wise : 
Just HO the glntton whom the world thinks well 
Keeps dark his fever till the dinner-bell ; 
Then, as he's eating, with his hands well greased. 
Shivering comes on, and proves the fool diseased. 
0, 'tis a false, false shame that would conceal 
Prom doctors' eyes the sores it cannot heal | 



C.Google 



134 BOOK I. 

Sappoee a man shotild trumpet jonr Bnccess 
6t land and Beft, and make yon ttiifl Address : 
" May JoTe, who watches with the same good-will 
O'er yon and Borne, preserro the secret stiU, 
Wtether the heart within yon beats more trne 
To Borne and to her eons, or theirs Jio yon I " 
Howe'er yonr ears might flatter yon, yoa'd aay 
The praise was Cffiaar's, and had gone astray. 
Yet should the town prononnce yoa wise and good, 
Ton'd take it to yourself, yon know yon would. 
" Take it ? of course I take it," yon reply ; 
" Ton love theprMse yourself, then why not IP" 
Aye, bnt the town, that givra yon praise to-day, 
!Nezt we^ can snatch it, if it please, away, 
As in elections it can mend mistakes. 
And whom it makes one year, the next nnmakm. 
" Lay down the fasces," it exclaims; " they're 

I lay them down, and sullenly resign. 

"Well now, if " Thief" and " Profligate " they roar. 

Or lay my father's morder at my door. 

Am I to let their lying aoandale bite 

And change my honest cheeks fi^m red to white P 

Trast me, false praise has charms, false blame hae 

Bat for vain hearts, long ears, and addled brains. 
Whom call we good? The man who keeps intact 
Each law, each right, each statute and each act. 

Whose arbitration terminates dispute. 

Whose word's a bond, whose witness ends a suit. 
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Yet his whole house tuid all the neighbours know 
He's bad at heart, despite his decent ehow. 
" I," says a slave, " ne'er ran away nor stole :" 
Well, what of that P eay I : yonr akin is whole. 
" IVe shed no blood." Too shall not feed the crow. 
" I'm good Bud troe," We Sabine folks say Ko ; 
The wolf avoids the pit, the hawk the snare. 
And hidden hooks teach fishes to beware. 
'Tia love of right that keeps the good from wrong; 
Yoa do no harm becaase yon. fear the thong; 
Could you be sure that no one would detect, 
E'en Bocril^e might tempt yon, I suspect. 
Steal but one beau, although the loss be small. 
The crime's as great as if you stole them all. 

See your good man, who oft as he appears 
In ooort commands all judgments and all ettrs ; 
Observe him now, when to the gods he pays 
His OS or swine, and listen what he says : 
" Groat Janus, PhcBbn8"^this he speaks aloud i 
The rest is muttered all and nnavowed — 
" Divine Lavema, grant me safe disguise ; 
L^t me seem just and npright in men's eyes ; 
Shed night apon my crimes, a glamour o'er my lies." 

Say, what's a miser bnt a slave complete 
When he'd pick np a penny in the street? 
Eearing's a part of coveting, and he 
Who lives in fear is no freeman for me. 
The wretch whose thoughts by gain are all en- 

groaaed 
Has flung away his sword, betrayed his post. 



..C.o<,glc 



136 BOOK I. 

Dont kill your captive : keep him : he will BeU ; 
Qaiaa things there are the creature will do well : 
He'll plough and feed the cattle, otobb tlie deep 
And trafBo, ixxtj com, make prodooe oheap. 

The wise and good, like Bacohns in the play, 
When Fortnne threats, will have the nerve to wij : 
" Great king of Thebes, what pains can yon devise 
The man who will not serve yon to ohastise P " 
" 111 take your goods." " My flocks, my laud, to 

Ify plate, my oonchea : do, if you think fit," 

" 111 keep yon chained and gnurdedin close thrall." 

" A god will come to free me when I call." 

Yes, he will die ; tis that the bard intends ; 

Fot when Death oomes, the power of Fortnne ends. 



XTIL To Scavi. 

Quamvie, Scoeva. 

J^^^HOUGHinatinct tells you, Soffiva.howto 

^s^^ And makes you live among the great with 

tact, 
Yet hear a fellow-student i 'tis as though 
The blind ahonld point you out the way to go. 
But still give heed, and gee if I produce 
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Aught that hereafter ^ou may find of use. 

If rest ia what 70a like, aad aleep till mght, 
If daat and rumbling wheels are what 70a hate, 
If tavern-life disgostB yon, then repmr 
To Ferentinom, and turn hermit there ; 
For wealth has no monopoly of bliea. 
And life annoticed is not lived amiea : 
But if yoa'd help yonr fHeuda, and like a treat, 
Then drop dry bread, and take to jnicy meat. 
" If Atiatippna oonld bnt dine off greens. 
He'd cease to cultivate his kings and qneei^s." 
" If that mdesnarler knew bnt queens and kings. 
He'd find his greens nnpalatable things." 
Thus far the rival aagea. Tell me tnie, 
Whose worda yon think the wiser of the two. 
Or hear (to listen ia a junior's place) 
"Why AriHtippoa has the better case ; 
For he, the story goes, with thia remark 
Once stopped the Cynic's aggraTsting bai^ : 
" Buffoon I may be, bnt I ply my trade 
For solid value ; yon ply yonrs onpoid. 
I pay my daily duly to the great. 
That I may ride a horse and dine in state ; 
Ton, though you talk of independence, yet. 
Each time you beg for sorapa, oontiaot a debt." 
All lives sat well on Aristippus ; though 
He liked the high, he yet could grace the low ; 
But the dogged sage whose blanket folds in two 
Would be leas apt in changing old for new. 
Take from tLe one hia robe of costly red, 
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Hell not refoBe to dress, or keep his bodj 
Clothed aa you please, he'll walk the crowded street. 
And, thoi^h not fine, will manage to look neat. 
Fat purple on the other, not the touch 
Of toad or asp would etortle him so mnch ; 
Oive back his blanket, or hell die of chill ; 
Yee, give it back; he^s too absurd to Hll. 

To win great fights, to lead before men's eyee 
A captive foe, is half way to the Bides : 
Jnst BO, to gain by honourable ways 
A great man's favour is no ynlgar pruse : 
You know the proverb, " Corinth town is ^r. 
But 'tis not every man that can get there." 
One man sits atill, not hoping to succeed ; 
One makes the jonmey ; he's a man indeed ! 
"Ga that we look for ; not to shift a weight 
Which little frames uid little bodIs think great, 
Bat atoop and bear it. Virtue'H a mere name. 
Or 'tia high venture that achieves high aim. 

ThoBe who have tact their poverty to mask 
Before their chief get more than those who ask-; 
It makes, yon see, a difference, if yon take 
Ae modest people do, or snatoh yonr cake ; 
Yet that's the point from which onr qnestion starts. 
By what way best to get at patrons' hearts. 
" My mother's poor, my sister's dower is dne, 
My ferm won't sell or yield us com enow," 
What is all this but just the beggar's cry, 
"Tm starving; give me food for charity'"!' 
" Ah I " whines another in a minor kety, 



C.Google 



EPISTLE XVII. 139 

" The IooTb in cat ; pray spare a slice for me." 
Bat if in peace the raven wodd have fed. 
He'd have had leas of clawing, more of bread. 

A poor companion whom his friend takes down 
To fiar Snrrentiim or Brandisinm'B towu. 
If he makes mnch of cold, bad roads, and rain. 
Or moans o'er cosh-box forced and money ta'en, 
Seminds us of a girl, some artful thing. 
Who cries for a lost bracelet or a ring. 
With this resnlt, that when she comes to griere 
Por real misfortones, no one will believe. 
So, hoaxed by one impostor, in the street 
A man won't set a cripple on his feet, 
Thoagh he invoke Osiris, and appeal 
With streaming tears to hearts that will not feel, 
" Lift np a poor lame man! I tell no lie;" 
" Treat foreigners to that," the n^hboorsiory. 



XVIII. To LoLura. 



^^OfOTPD blnah. good Lollins, if I jndge you 

SwS® To mil the parts of fiiend and parasita 
Twizt parasite and friend a galf is placed, 
Wide as between the wanton and the chaste ; 
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Yet think nofedatteiy fHendsHp's only corse i 
A difibrent vice there is, perhaps a worse, 
A bmtol boorishnesB, which ^a would win 
Regard bj nnbrashed teeth and clOBO-shom sHn, 
Tet all the while is Eumona to be thought 
Fore independence, acting as it onght. 
Between these faolta 'tis Tirtne's place to stottd, 
At distance from the eztreme on either hand. 
The flatterer by profession, whom jon see 
At every feast iunong the lowest three, 

' Hangs on his patron's looks, takes ap each word 
Which, dropped by chance, might else expim 
unheard, 

, Like schoolboys echoing what their Tuasters say 
In sing-song drawl, or Gnatho in the play: 
While yonr blnnt fellow battles for a straw. 
As thongh he'd knock you down or take the law: 
" How now, good sir ? yon mean my word to doubt P 
When I once think a thing, I mayn't speak oat P 
Thoagh living on yonr terms were living twice. 
Instead of once, 'twere dear at enoh a price." 
Andwhat'sthe question that brings on these fitsP — 
Does DolichoB or Castor make more hits ? 
Or, starting for BmndiBium, will it pay 
To take the Appian or Minucian way P 

Him that gives in to dice or lewd excess, 
Who apes rich folks in equipage and dress. 
Who meanly covets to increase his store, 
And shrinks as meanly from the name of poor, . 
That man his patron, though on all those heoda 
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Perfaape a worse offender, hateB and dreade. 
Or sajB to liim what tender parents eaj. 
Who'd have their children better men than they : 
" Don't yie with me," he says, and he sajs tme; 
" 1S.J wealth will bear the blIIj things I do ; 
Yours is a slender pittance at the best ; 
A wise man onts his Qoat — yon know the rest." 
Etttrapelns, whene'er a gmdge he owed 
lo KD.J, gfive him garments d la mode t 
Beoaose, eaid he, the wretch will feel inspired 
With new oonceptions when he's new attired; 
Hell sleep thrcFagh half the day, let bogineBs go 
For pleasure, teach a Ttsnrer'B cash to grow ; 
At Ia«t hell torn a fencer, or will tmdge 
Seaida a cart, a market-gardener'B dradge. 

Avtnd all prying ; what you're told, keep back, 
^oogh wine or anger pat yon on the rack; 
Nor poffyonr Own, nor sl^htyonr friend's pnrsnits. 
Nor court the Muses when he'd chase the bmtes. 
Twas thus the Theban brethren jarred, nntU 
The harp that vexed the stem one became stilL 
Amphion humoured his stem brother ; well. 
Tour friend speaks gently ; do not yon rebel : 
No ; when he ^vee the summons, and prepares 
To take the field with hounds, and darts, and snares, 
Leave your dull Muse to snlkineBs and sloth. 
That boih may feast on dainties earned by both. 
Tis a true Bomui pastime, and your frame 
Will gun thereby, no lesB than yoor good name : 
BeBides,yoa're strong; in nuining you can match 
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The dogs, and kill the fiarosBt boar yon catch : 
Who pl&yB like jon F yoa hare bat to appear 
Im Mars'B field to raise a general cheer : 
Bemember too, yoa serred a hard campaign. 
When. Bcaroe past boyhood, in the wars of Spain, 
Beneath hia lead who brings onr standards home. 
And makes each nook of earth a prize for Bome. 
Jnst one thing more, lest still yon ahonld reAise 
And show caprice that nothing can ezcnse : 
&Eife as yod are from doing anght nnmeet. 
Yon sometimes trifle at yom* father's seat ; 
The Actian fight in miniatore you play, 
"With boats for ships, yonr lake for Hadria's bay. 
Toot brother for yonr foe, yonr slaves for crews. 
And 80 yon battle till yon win or lose. 
Let yonr Mend see yon share his taste, he'll vow 
He never knew what aport was like till now. 

Well, to proceed ; beware, if there is room 
Por warning, what yon mention, and to whom \ 
Avtnd a ceaseless qnesljoner ; he bams 
To tell the next he talks with what he learns ; 
Wide ears ret^ no secrets, and yon know 
Ton can'^t get back a word you once let go. 

Look round and ronnd the man yon recommend, 
For yours wiU be the shame should he offend. 
Sometimes we're dnped ; a pioteg£ dragged down 
By his own feult most e'en be left to drown. 
That yon may help another known and tried. 
And show yoorself his champion if belied ; 
For when 'gainst him detraction forks her tongne. 
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Be sure she'll treat you to the same ere long. 
No time for sleeping with a flre nest door ; 
Neglect Bnch thingB, they only blaae the more. 

A patron's eervice is a strange oareer ; 
The tiros love it, but the experts fear. 
Too, while yoa're sailing on a prosperous tack, 
Look out for squalls which jet may drive yoa back. 
The gay dislike the grave, the staid the pert. 
The quick the slow, the lazy the alert; 
Hard dnnkers hate the sober, though he swear 
Those bouts at night are more than he can bear. 
Unknit your brow; the sDent man is sure 
To pass for crabbed, the raodest for obscure. 

Meantime, while thoughts like these your mind 



Neglect not hooka nor converse with the sage; 
Fly them with qnegtions ; lead them on to tell 
What things make life go happily and nell ; 
How cure desire, the soul's perpetual dearth? 
How moderate care for things of trifling worthP 
Is virtue raised by culture or self-sown F 
What soothes annoy, and makes yoor heart your 

Is peace procured by honours, pickings, gains. 
Or, sought in highways, is she found in lanes F 
For me, when freshened by my spring's pnre cold 
' Which makes -axj villagers look pinched and old. 
What prayers are mine ? " may I yet pOBSess 
The goods I have, or, if Heaven pleases, less I 
Let the few years that Fate may grant me still 
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Be all mj own, not held at othera' will 1 

Let me luTe books, and etoreB for one year heiioc, 

!Nor make my life one flntter of snapenee I " 

But I forbear : gnfficient 'tie to pray 
To Jove for what he gives and takes anay : 
Grant life, grant fortune, for myself 111 find 
That best of blessingE, a oantented mind. , 



XIX. To Ma;cBNAB, 

Frisco si credis. 

^^^£^!F trath there be in old Cratinna' song, 
^M^y* !NoTeree,youknow,Hfficena8, can live long 
^*«mS Writ by a water-drinker. Since the day 
When BacchDB took na poets into p^ 
With ftLtma and satyrs, the celestial Nine 
Have smelt each morning of last evening's wine. 
The pnuBCB heaped by Homer on the bowl 
At once convict him as a thirsty soul : 
And &thei- Ennins ne'er oonld be provoked 
To sing of battles tiU his lips were soaked. 
" Let temperate folk write verses in the hall 
Where bon^ change hands, abst^ers not at all ;" 
So ran my edict : now the clan drinks hard, 
And viuoDS breath diatingDiBhes a bard. 

What if a man appeared with gown cat short, 
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Bare feet, grim vlaage, ftfter Gate's sort f 
Wonld yon respeot huo, tutil him from henceforth 
The hor ot Oato'e mind, ct Cftto'8 worth P 
The wretched Hoor, wlio mfttohed himself in wit 
With keen Timagenee, is snndar eplit. . 
FtmltsarBBOon co|»ed: ihonld m; colour foil, 
Onr bards drink commin, hoping to look pale. 
Mean, miserable apea 1 Vhe coil jaxi m^e 
Oil ^Tee my heart, and oft my aides, an aohe. 

Erect and free I walk the virgin aod. 
Too prond to tread th« path* by others trod. 
The man who trasts himself, and dares step out. 
Soon sets the faehion to iut infnior ront. 
Tie I who first to Italy have shown 
Iambics, quarried tmm the Parian stone; 
Following Archilochu in rhythm and stave, 
Bnt not the words that dug Lyoambes' gnive, 
Tet think not that I merit scantier bays. 
Because in form I re^svdnoe his lays : 
Strong Sappbo now and then adopts a t^nie 
IVom that same lyre, to qualify her own ; 
So does Alctens, thoogfa in all beside, 
Slyle, order, thought, the diflermoe is wide ; 
'Ofunst no false fur he tarns his angry Unse, 
Nor for her guilty fathar twists the noose. 
Aye, and Alctens' nama, before onheard, 
H^ Latian harp has made a honseludd word. 
Well may the bard feel prond, whose pen supplies 
Unhackneyed strains to gentle hands and eyes. 

Ask yon what makes the nnooartecns reader land 
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K7 worics at home, bat Fan them down abroad P 

I Btoop not, I, to catch the vbble's votes 

By cheap refreehmentt or by cMt-ofTooatB, 

Nor haunt the benches where joai pedants swarm. 

Prepared by turns to listei. and perform. 

That's what this whimpering means. Suppose I 

aay 
" Tonr theatres have ne'er been in my way, 
Sot I in theirs ; large aaciencec reqnire 
Some heavier metal than my thin-drawn wire ; " 
" Yon pnt me off," he answers, " with a sneer ; 
Your works ore kept for Jove's imperial ear: 
Yes, yon're a paragon of Isardfi, yon think. 
And no one else brews neotar fit to drink." 
What can I do p 'tia an nneqnal match ; 
For if my noee oan inifi, his nails can scratch : 
I aaj the place won't aoit me, and cry shame ; 
" E'en fencers get a break 'twizt game and game." 
Games oft have ngly i>p<u> ■ they beget 
nnhealth7 competition) fumg and fret : ' 
And fume and fret engaptlfll' in their turn 
Battles that bleed, and ejimitiee that burn. 
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Vertwrnvwrn Janumque. 

g^^^IjO Btreet and market-place I see yon look 
^^^^ With wiBtfnl longing, taj adTentorous 

That on the BtalU for gale joa may be seen, 
Bobbed by the binder's pomice smooth and clean. 
Yoa chafe at look and key, and court the view 
Of all the world, diedainfal of the ferr. 
Was this your breeding ? go where yon would go ; 
When once aont ont, you won't come back, yon 

" What miBchief have I done P" I hear yon whine, 
When BOnie one tarts those feeliugB, now bo fine ; 
For hurt you're sure to he j when people pall 
Of reading you, they'll crush and fold you smi^l. 
If my prophetic soul be not at fonlt 
From indignation at yonr nide revolt, 
Your doom, methinkB, is easy to foretell : 
While you've yoor gloas on, Bome will likeyou well: 
Then, when you're thnmbed and soiled by vulgar 

Yon'll feed the moths, or go to distant lands. 
Ah, then you'll mind your monitor too late. 
While he looks on and chuckles at your fate, 
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lake him who, peBtered hj his donkey's Tice, 
Got off and poshed it down thepredptoe; 
For wh<t would loee his temper and hie breath 
To keep a bnite alive that's bent on death P 
Yet one thing more : jaar fate maj be to te^ch 
In some sabnrban Bchool the parts of speech, 
And, manndsring over grammar day bj day. 
Lisp, prattle, drawl, grow childieh, and decsy. 

Well, when in summer afternoons yon see 
TSea fain to listen, tell them abont me : 
Tell them that, bom a freedman's son, posBeescd 
Of slender means, I soared beyond my nest. 
That BO wfaato'er's deducted tor my birth 
Uay const as asBetfl on the Boore of worth ; 
Say that I pleased the greateat of my day : 
Thrai draw my picture ;— prematurely grey, 
Of little person, fond of sunny ease, 
Idghtly provoked, but easy to appeasa 
Last, if my age they aak yon, let them know 
That I was forty>foar not limg ago. 
In the December of last year, the same 
That goes by Lepidns' and Lollius' name. 
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I. To AUOUBTUH, 

Owm tot gusUnea^. 
&IKCE joQ, great Cffisar, singly vield 

the charge 
i Of Eome'sooncenis, so manifold and 
large. 

With Bword and shield the commonwealth protecti 
With morale grace it, and with laws correct, 
The bard, methinks, wonld do a pnblio wrong 
Who, having guned your ear, should keep it Irag. 

Qnirinaa, Baoohus, and the Jove-bom piur, 
Though now invoked with incense, gifts, and prayer. 
While yet on earth they civilized their kind, 
Tilled lands, built cities, properties assigned. 
Oft moomed for man's ingratitnde, and found 
The race they served less thankAil than the groond. 
The prince whose fated vassalage anbdued 
Fell Hydra's power and all the mraister brood. 
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Soon fotud that enTy, worae than all beside. 
Could onlj be ezlingnished vhen he died. ' 
He that ontBhineB his age ie like a torch. 
Which, when it blazes high, is apt to scorch : 
iUen hate him while he lives : at last, no donbt, 
IS affection — when his light is out. 

fon, whUe in life, are honoured as diTine,' 
And TOWS and oaths are taken at jonr shrine ; 
So Borne payn homage to her man of men, 
I^^e'er seen on earth before, ne'er to be seen again. 
Bat this wiae nation, which for once thinks trne. 
That nought in Greece or here con rival yon, 
To all things else a different test applies. 
And looks on living worth with janudioed eyes : 
While, as for ancient models, take the code 
Which to the ten wise men oar fathers owed, 
The treaties made 'twixtGabii's kings and Home's, 
The pontiffs' books, the barda' forgotten tomes. 
They'll swear the Atnses framed than every one 
In close divan on Alba's Helicon. 

But what's the argnment P the bards of Greece 
And those of Kome most needs be of a piece ; 
As there the oldest hold the foremost place, 
So here, 'twoald seem, the same will be the case. 
Is this their reasoning F they may prove oa well 
An olive has no stone, a not no shell. 
Soon, flattered by such dexterous logic, we 
Shall think we've gained the summit of the tree ; 
In art, in song our rivals we oatdo, 
Al4> Bpito of all their oil, in wrestling toa 
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Or IB it Biud that poetiy'a like wine 
vPhicli Etge, we know, will mellow and refine? 
Well, let me granf the parallel, and ask 
How many years a work mnst be in cask. 
A bard who died a hundred yeara ago. 
With whom ehonld hebereclfoned,lWonldknowP 
■ The piicelesa early or the worthless lateP 
Come, draw a line which may preclude debate. 
" The bard who makes his century np has 6taSS^ 
The test: we caU him sterling, old, and good." 
Well, here's a poet now, whose dying day 
Fell one moDth later, or a twelvemonth, say : 
Whom does he connb withp with the old, or them 
Whom we and fntnre limes alike contemn P 
" Aye, call him old, by favour of the coart. 
Who falls a month, or e'en a twelvemonth short." 
Thaoke for the kind permission ! I go on. 
And pnll ont years, like horse-hairs, one by one, 
^^^ While all forlorn the baffled critic stands, 
^Vmbling a UE^ed stomp between his hands. 
Who looks for worth in registers, and knows 
No inspiration but what death bestows. 

Ennina, the stout and wise, in critic phroae 
Hie analogue of Homer in these days, 
Eiyoys his ease, nor cares how he redeems 
The goi^eons promise of his peacock dreams. 
Who reads not Nrnvins ? still he lives enshrined 
, A household god in every lioman mind. 
So as we reckon o'er the heroic band 
We call PaonviDB learned, Accias grand; 
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AfraniuB wears Meu&nder's robe with graco; 
Flantns moves on at EpioharmaB' pace ; 
In force Bud weight CsecUina hears the palm. ; 
While Terence — aye, r^nement is his charm. 
These are Rome's olusicB ; these to see and hear 
She throngs the bimtiiig phtjhoaae year by 

' Tie these she mnsterB, oonnts, reviewa, displays, 
From Livias' time to oar degenerate days. 

Sometimea the public seea like any lynx ; 
Sometimes, if 'tis not blind, at least it blinks. 
If it extols the ancient eons of aong 
Aa though they were nnrivalled, it goes wrong : 
If it Ekllowa there's much bhat'a obsolete, 
Mnoh hasty work, much rough and incomplete, 
'Tia jnst my view ; 'tis judging as one ought ; 
And Jove waa preaont when that thought was 

thought. 
Not that I'd act the zealot, and desire 
To fling the worka of Liviua ou the £re, 
Which once Orbiliua, old and not too mild, ' 

Made me repeat by whipping when a child ; 
Bat when I find them deemed high art, and praiaed 
As only not perfection, I'm amazed. 
That here and there a thought not HI expressed, 
A verse well turned, should carry off the rest ; 
Juat as an onf^ sample, set to catch 
The heedless cuatomer, will sell the batch. 
I chafe to hear a poem called third-rate 
Not as ill written, but as written late; 
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To hear your critics for their ancients cltum 
!Not charity, but honour and high fame. 
SappOBe I doaht if Atta's hnmorons show 
Moves o'er the boardH with best leg first or no, 
The fftthero of the city all dedare 
That shame has fled &om Boiiie, and gone else- 

" "Wliat I shoir no rererenoe to his sacred shade 

Whose scenes great Bosdna and .^optis played F" 

Perhaps with selfish pr^adioe they deem 

That nought bnt what thej like deserres esteem. 

Or, jealoos of thur juniors, won't allow 

That what thc^ learnt in youth is rubbish now. 

As for the pedant whose preposterous whim 

E^ds poetry in Noma's Salian hymn, 

Who wonld be thoaght to have explored alone 

A land to him and me alike onknown, 

Tis not that buried genios he regards : 

No; tia mere spleen uid spte to living bards. 

Sad Greece but been as caFjmg and as oold 

To new productions, what would now be old? 

What standard works wonld there have been, to 

Beneath the public ^e, the public thumb f 

Whan, having done with fighting, Greece begMi 
To oare for trifles that refine the man. 
And, borne atoft oa Fortune's fall flood-tide. 
Went drifting on to luxury and pride, 
Of athletes and of steeds by tarns she raved, 
Loved ivory, bronze, and marble deftly graved. 
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Hang raptared on a painting, mind and eye, 
Now leant to muHic, now to tragedy, 
Like a youtg child that hankers for a toy. 
Then throws it down when it begins to cloy. 
With change of fortnne nations change theirmiads : 
So much for happy peace and prosperoas winds. 
At Borne erewhile men rose by day-break, saw 
Their chents at their homes, laid down the law, 
Pnt money at good interest out to loan 
Secnred by iiam.eB responaible and known, 
Explained to yonnger folk, or learned from old. 
Bow wealth might be increased, expense con-' 

trolled. 
Kow OUT good town has taken a new fit:. 
Each man yon meet by poetry is bit ; 
Pert boys, prim fathers dine in wreaths of bay, 
Ajid 'twizt the conraea warble out their lay. 
E'en I, who tow I never write a verae. 
Am found aa falae as Farthia, maybe worse; 
Before the dawn I roaae myself, and call 
For pens and parchment, writing-desk and all. 
None dares be pilot who ne'er steered a craft ; 
No untrained nurse administers a draught; 
None but skilled workmen handle workmen's tools ; 
Bat verses all men scribble, wise or fools. 

And yet this scribbling is a harmless craze. 
And boasts in fact aome few redeeming traits. 
Avarice will scarce find lodging in a heart 
Whose every thought ia centred on its art ; 
He lays no aubtde schemes, yoor dreamy bard. 
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To fiironmTcnt Ids partner or hie ward ; 
Oontent with pttlse and bread tii ration com, 
Fires, losses, nmawaya he laugha to scorn ; 
Useless in camp, at home he serves the state, ' 
That is, if amall can minister to great. 
His lessons form the child's ^oung lips, and ivean 
The bo^Bh ear from words and tales andean; 
Aa ye&ra roll on, he moulds the ripening mind, 
And makes it jnst and generous, sweet and kind ; 
"Bs tells of worthj precedents, displays 
The example of the past to aflier days. 
Consoles a£Biction, and diaease allajs. 
Had Borne ao poets, who would t«ach the train 
Of maids and spotless youths th«r ritual atrainp 
Schooled bythe bard, they lift their voice to heaven. 
And feel the wbhed-for-aid already g^ves. 
From brazen akiea call down abundant showers. 
Are heard when aickness threats or danger lowers. 
Win for a war-worn land the smiles of peace. 
And crown the year with plentiful increaae. 
Song checks the hand of Jove in act to smite ; 
Song soothes the dwellers in abysmal night. 

Onr rustic forefethera in days of yore, 
Bobnst though frugal, and content Ihongh poor. 
When, after harreat done, thej Bought repair 
From toila which hope of respite made them bear. 
Were wOnt their hard-earned leisure to enjoy 
With those who shared their labortr, wife and hoy ; 
With porker's blood the Earth they would appease. 
With milk Silvanus, guardian of their trees, 
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With floverB and wine the OemiiB, who repeata 
That life is short, and bo shoold have its sweets. 
Twas hence Fescenuia's privilege began, 
Where wit had licence, B.nd man bantered man; 
And the wild sport, though countrified and nmgli, 
Bused off each year acceptably enongh ; 
Till jokes grew Tirnlent, and rabid spite 
Bom loose throogh houses, free to bark and bite. 
ThewoandedshTiekedtthennwoundedcametofee] 
That things looked serious for the general weal : 
So lawB were passed with penalties and pains 
To guard the lieges from abusive strains, 
And poets sang thenceforth in sweeter toneB, 
Compelled to please by terror for their bones. 

Greece, cfmqnered Greece, her conqueror sub- 
dued. 
And Borne grew polished, who till then was rude ; 
The rough Satnmian meMnro had its day. 
And gentler arts mode savagery give way j 
Tet traces of the nnconth past lived on 
For many a year, nor are they wholly gone. 
Tor 'twaa not till the Panic wars were o'er 
That Borne found time Greek authars to explore. 
And try, by digging in that virgin field, 
What Sophocles and ^schylus could yield. 
Nay, she essayed a venture of her own,' 
And liked to think she'd caught the tragic tone ; 
And BO she has . — the afflatns comes on hot ; 
But out, alas ! she deems it shame to blot. 

Tis thought that comedy, beoanse its source 
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Is oommon life, mnat be a thing of ooime, f^' f 

Wltereae there's nought so difficult, because ^i 

There's nowhere less allowEmce made for flaws. > 

See FlADtas now : what ill-snsCained afiUrs 

Are his close fothere and his love-sick heirs ! 

How far^cal his paraeitee I how loose ' | 

And down at beel be wears his comic shoes I ' 

For, so he fills bis pockete, nought be heeds 

Whether the play's a failnre or eufxeeda. 

Brawn to the bonse in glory's car, the bard 
Is made by interest, by indifTerence marred: 
80 al^ht the oanse that prostrates or restores 
A mind that lives for plandits and encores. 
Nay, I forswear the drama, if to win 
Or lose tbe prize can make me plump or tiiiii. 
Then too it tries an anthor's nerve, to find 
Tbe olasB in numbers strong, thongh weak in 

The bmtal brainless mob, who, if a knight 
Disputes their judgment, blaster and show fight. 
Call in tbe middle of a play for bears 
Or boxers ; — 'tis for such tbe rabble oarea. 
Bnt e'en the knights have changed, and now th^ 

Delighted ears far leae than dazzled ejee. 
The onrtiun is kept down foor hoars or more. 
While horse and foot go borrying o'er the floor. 
While orownless majesty is draped in chains, 
Obariots sncceed to chariots, waina to wains. 
Whole fleets of ships in long prooeesion pass. 
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And captive ivoiy folloirs captiTe brase. 
0, could Democritns return to earth. 
In truth 'twould wt^e his wildest peals of mirtht 
To see a milkwhite elephant, or shape 
Half pard, half camel, set the crowd agape I 
He'd eye the mob more keenly than the ahowa, 
And find leas ftxid for aport in these than those; 
"While the poor aathora — he'd enppose their play 
Addreased to a deaf asa that can but bray. 
For where'a the voice ao strong as to o'erdbme 
A Boman theatre's discordant hnmP 
You'd think you heard the Qargan forest roar 
Or Tuscan billows break upon the shore. 
So lond the tnmnlt waiea, when they see 
, The-show, the pomp, the foreign finery. 
Soon aa the actor, thns bedizened, stands 
In public view, clap go ten thousand hands. 
"What said heP" Nought. "-Then what's the 

attraction P " Why, 
That woollen mantle with the violet dye. 

But lest yon think 'tis niggard praise I fling 
To barda who soar where! ne'er stretched a wing. 
That man I hold true master of his art 
Who with fiotitioas woes can wring my heart. 
Can rouse me, soothe me, pierce me with the thrill 
Of vadn alarm, and, as by magic skill. 
Bear me to Thebes, to Athens, where he will. 
"Saw turn to ns shy mortab, who, instead 
Of being hissed and acted, would be read : 
We claim your &vour, if with worthy gear 



■ tc i:. GOOI^IU 



EPISTLE I. 159 

Yon'd fill the temple FhcebnB holds so dear. 
And give poor buds the etiinitlns of hope 
To aid their progreae ap FamassuB' slope. 
Foot bards I mnoh harm to oar own caose ve do 
(It tells against myself, but yet tis tme). 
When, WEtntiug 70a to read na, we intnide 
On tunes of busineas or of lasflitade, 
When we lose temper if a fiiend thinks St 
To find a foolt or two with what wo'tq writ, 
When, nnreqsested, we agEkin go o'er 
A pctssage we recited once before, 
When we complain, forsooth, our laboared strokes, 
Onr dexterous turns, ore lost on careless folks. 
When we expect, so soon m you're informed 
That onrs are hearts bj wonld-be genias warmed, 
Tonll send for ns instanter, end our woes 
With a high hand, and make ns all compose. 

Yet greatness, proved in war and peace divine, 
Had best be jeolons who sbonld keep its shrine : 
The sacred Amotions of the temple-waxd 
Were ill conferred on an inferior bard. 
A blunderer was GhcerilnB; and yet 
This blonderer was Alexander's pet, 
And for the ilUstamped lines that left hia mint 
Received good mon^ with the royal print. 
Ink spoils what tonohea it : indifferent laya- 
Blot oat the eipldts they pretend to praise. 
Yet the same king who bought bad verse so dear 
In other walks of art saw tme and clear ; 
None bnt I^pptu, so he willed by Iaw, 
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Uight model him, none bat Apellee draw. 
But take this mind, in paintinge and in bronze 
3o ready to diatingaieh geese from swans, 
And bid it judge of poetiy, yon'd swear 
'Twaa bom and nnrtnred in Boeotian lur. 

Still, bards tliere are whose excellence oommends 
The sovereign judgment that esteems them Mends, 
Virgil and Varins ; when yonr hand confers 
Its princely bonnty, all the world oononrs. 
And, trast me, hnman featnres never shone 
With livelier troth throogh brass or breathing stone 
Than the great genius of a hero shines 
Through the clear miiTor of a poet's lines. 
Hor is it ohrace (ah, would that choice were all !) 
tSsisBi my dull Knse in prose-like numbers crawl. 
When she might sing of rivers and strange towns. 
Of mountain foetnesses and barbarous crowns. 
Of batties through the world compelled to cease. 
Of bolts that guard the Qod who guards the peace. 
And haughty Parthia through defeat and shame 
"By Offisar taught to fear the Boman name : 
Tis strength that lacks : yonr dignity disdains 
The mean support of ineffectual stnuns. 
And modesty forbids me to essay 
A theme whose weight would make my powers 

give way. 
OfflciouB zeal is apt to be a curse 
To those it loves, especially in verse ; 
For easier 'tis to learn and recollect 
What mores derision than what olums respect. 
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He's not mj Meud who hawks in everj place 

A waxwork parody of mj poor face ; 

Nor were I flattered if BOm« silly wight 

A Btapid poem in mj praise should wrif« : 

The ^ft wonld make me blnsb, and I should dread 

To travel with my poet, all anread, 

Down to the street where apice and pepper's sidd. 

And all the wares waste paper's used to fold. 

\ 

II. To JULIFB FtOECfl. 

Flore hono cla/rogue. 

^^^EAR FloniSrjtist 
^^^^ Of noble !N'ero, let's suppose a case ; 
SwS*** A man accosts you with a slave for sale, 
Bom, Bay, at Qabii, and begins his tale : 
" See, here's a lad who's comely, fiur, and sonndi 
m sell bim, if yon will, fqr sixty ponnd. 
He's qniok, and answen to bis master's look, 
Knows Greek enongb to read a simple hc3cik -, 
Bet bim to what ytm like, hell learn with ease ; 
Soft clay,, yon know, takes any form yon please ; 
His vcnce is qoite nntrained, hnt still, I t.hinV, 
Yonll like his anging, as yon sit and drink. 
Ezcnse professions ; they're but stale aflairs, 
Which chapmen nse for getting off their wares. 
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I'm quite indifferent if jon bny or no : 

Though I'm but poor, there's nothing that I owe 

No dealer'd ase joa thaa ; aa.y, trnth to tell, 

I don't treat all mj onetomerB bo well. 

He loitered once, and fearing whipping, did 

As bojB will do, aneaked to the Btaira and hid. 

So, if this running offbe not a vice 

Too bad to pardon, let me have my price." 

The man would get his money, I ehonld say, 

Witbont a risk of having to repay. 

YoD make the bargun knowing of tjte flaw ; 

'Twere mere yeiatioDBneaa to take the law. 

'TIb bo with me; before yon left, I said 
That correspondence was mj rock ahead. 
Lest, when yon found that ne'er an answer came 
To aU your letters, yon should call it Bhame. 
But where's my vantttge if yon won't agree 
To go by law, because the law's with mep 
Nay more, you say I'm foithleSB to my voir 
In Bending you no verses. Listen uow : 

A soldier of Laoollus's, they say. 
Worn out at night by marching all the day. 
Lay down to sleep, and, while at ease he snored. 
Lost to a farthing all his little hoard. 
This woke the wolf in him; — 'tis strange how keen 
The teeth will grow with but the tongue between ;— 
Mad with the foe uid with himself, oS'-hand 
He stormed a tT,jtuinre-city, walled and manned. 
Destroys the p_ irrison, becomes renowned, 
Gets decorations and two hundred pound. 
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Soon after this the general had in view 
To take Bome fortress, where I never kneir j 
He aiagles oat our friend, and makes a speech 
That e'en might drive a coward to the breach: 
" Gio, mj fime fellow I go where vaLonr caUs I 
There's fome and mosey too inside those walls." 
" I'm not jour man," returned the mstio wit : 
" He makee a hero who has lost his kit" 

At Borne I had my schooling, and was taught 
Achilles' wrath, and sil the woes it bronght; 
At clossio Athens, where I went erelong, 
I learnt to draw the line 'twiit right and wrODg, 
And search for truth, if so she might be seen. 
In academio groves of bliaeftil green ; 
Bat soon the stress of civil strife removed 
M7 adolescence from the scenes it loved. 
And ranged me with a force that oould not stand 
Before the might of Offisai's conqnering hand. 
Then when Fhilippi turned me all adrift 
A poor plucked fledgeling, for myself to shift. 
Bereft of property, impaired ia pnrge. 
Sheer penary drove me into scribbling verse ; 
But now, when times are altered, having got 
Enough, thank heaven, at least to boil my pot, 
I were the veriest madman if I chose 
To write a poem rather than to doze. 

Our years keep taking toll as th^ move on ; 
My feasts, my frolics are already gtine. 
And now, it seems, my verses must ,-0 too ; 
Bestead so sorely, whaf s a man to doF 
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Aje, and besides, mj frienda who'd have me dbaat 
Axe not agreed upon the thing they want : 
Tott like an ode 5 for epodea others cry. 
While some love satire spiced and seasoned high. 
Three guests, I find, for different dishes otJl, 
And how's one host to satisfy them all F 
I bring yonr neighbour what he asks, yon glower: 
Oblipng yon, I turn two stomachs sour. 

Think too of Rome ; can I write verses here. 
Where there's so much to tease and interfere? 
One wants me for his surety ; one, still worse, 
Bids me leave work to hear him just rehearse ;. 
One's ill on Aventine, the farthest end. 
One on Qnirinal ; both most see tb^r Mend. - 
Observe the distance. "What of that? "yon say, 
" The streets are clear i make verses by the way." 
There goes a boilder's gang, all haste and steam ; 
Ton crane lifts granite^ or perhaps a beam ; 
Waggons and fanerals jostle ; a mad dog 
Ban by jnst now ; that splash wu &om a hog : 
Go now, abstract yourself from ontward things, 
And "'hearken what the inner spirit sings." 
Bardsflyfrom townandhannt thewoodandglade; - 
Bacchus, their chief, likes sleeping in the shade ; 
And how shoald I, with noises all abont. 
Tread where they tread and make their footprints 

outP 
Take idle Athens now ; a wit who's spent 
Seven years in studying there, on books intent, 
l^ims out as Btupid as a stone, and shakes 
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The crowd with l&aghter at hie odd mistakes : 
H^re, in this roaring, tossing, weltering sea, 
To tone sweet Ijrics, is that work for meP 

Two brothers, oonusellor and pleader, went 
Through life on terms of mutual compliment; 
That thought the other GracchuB, this supposed 
Hie brother MuciuB ; so they pnused and proaed. 
Our tuneM race the selfsame madness goads : 
My Mend writes elegies, and I write odes : 

how we puff each other I " "Tis divine j 
The Muses had a hand in eveiy line." 
Remark our swagger as we pass the dome 
Built to recffl.ve the future barda of Borne ; 
Then follow ns and listen what we saj. 
How each by tarns awardj and takes the bay. 
Like Samnite fencers, with elaborate art 

We hit in tierce to be hit back in quart. 
I'm dabbed Alctens, and retdre in force: 
And who is he? OtbUimachuB of course : 
Or, if 'tis not enough, I bid him rise 
MinmermuB, and he swells to twice his size. 
Writing myself, I'm tortured to appease 
Those wasp-like creatures, our poetic bees : 
Bat when my pen's laid down, my sense restored) 

1 rest fhim boring, rest from being bored. 

Bad poets are our jest ; yet they delight, 
Just like their bett«r8, in whate'er they write, 
Hug their fool's paradise, and if you're slack 
To give them praise, themielveB supply the lack, 
Bat he who meditates a work* of art. 
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Oft as he writes, will act the cenaor'B part : 
Is there a word wants nobleaeaa and gioce, 
Dev(ftd of wBght, anworthy of high place P 
He bide it go, though stiffly it decline. 
And cling and cling, like suppliant to a shrine ; 
Ohoice terms, long hidden from the general view. 
He brings to day and dignifies anew, 
'Which, oooe on Cato's and Gethegns' lips. 
Now pale their light and snfTer dim eclipse ; 
New phrases, in the world of books nnknown, 
80 use bnt father them, he makes his own : 
Flnent and limpid, like a crystal stream. 
He makes Same's soil with genial prodnce t«em : 
He checks redimdance, harshnesses impro^eB 
By wise refinement, idle weeds removes ; j 
Like an accomplished dancer, he will seoAi 
By tnms a Satyr and a Polypheme ; I 
Tet all the while 'twill be a game of skill, 
Where sport means toil, and mascle bends to will. 

Yet, after all, I'd rather far be blinid 
To my own fanlts, though patent to Biankind, 
Nay, live in the belief that fool is fwr, 
Than see and grin in impotent despair. 
There was an Argive nobleman, tifi Bwd, ' 
Who all day long had acting in his head: 
Great characters on shadowy boards appeared. 
While he looked on and listened, clapped and 

cheered; 
In all things else he fairly filled bis post. 
Friendly as neighbonr, amiable as host ; 
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Kind to his wife, indalgent to his slave. 
He'd find a bottle sweated and not rave ; 
He'd scorn to mn his head against a wall ; 
Show him a pit, and he'd avoid the fall. 
At last, when quarts of hellebore drank neat. 
Thanks to his (dn, had wrought a onre complete. 
Brought to himself again, " Good friends," quoth he, 
" Call jon this saving ? why, 'tis mnrdering me ; 
Your stnpid zeal has spoilt my golden days. 
And robbed me of a most delicions craze." 
Wise men betimes will bid adien to toys. 
And give up idle games to idle boys ; 
Not now to string the Lati&n lyre, bat learn 
The harmony of life, is my concern. 
So, when I commnne with myself, I state 
In words like these my eido in the debate : 
" If no amount of water quenched your thirst, 
Tou'd tell the doctor, not go on and burst : 
Ejcperienoe shows you, as your riches swell 
Yoar wants increase ; have you no ftiend to teU P 
A healing simple for a wound you try ; 
It does no good ; you put the simple by : 
You're told that silly folk whom heaven may bless 
With ample means get rid of silliness i 
You test it, find 'tis not the case with you : 
Then why not change your Mentor for a new P 
Did riches make you wiser, set you free 
From idle fear, insane onpidity. 
You'd blush, and rightly too, if earth oontuiied 
Another man more fond of what he guned. 
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Now pat the matter thus : whate'er ia bongbt 
And duly paid for, ia our own, we'rd taught: 
GouBolt a lawyer, and he'll soon produce 
A case where property accmse from nae. 
The land by which you live is yonrs ; most troe. 
And Orbias' bailiff really worka for yon i 
He, while he ploughs the acrea that afford 
Flour for yonr table, owns you for hia lord ; 
You pay your price, whate'er the man may aak. 
Get grapes and poultry, eggs and wine in caak ; 
ThuB, by degrees, proceeding at this rat«, 
Yoa purobaee firat and last the whole estate. 
Which, when it laat waa in the market, bore 
A good atiff prioe, two thousand aay, or more. 
What matters it if, when you eat your anack, 
"Twaa paid for yesterday, or ten yeara backP 
There's yonder landlord, living like a prince 
On manors near Aricia, bought long since; 
He eats bought cabbage, though he knows it not ; 
He bums bought aticka at night to boil his pot ; 
Yet all the plun, he fandee, to the atone 
That atands beaide the poplars, la his own. 
Sut who can talk of property in lands 
Exposed to ceaseless risk of changing hands. 
Whose owner porohaee, favour, lawless power, 
And lastly death, may alter in an honrp 
So, with heirs following heira like waves at sea, 
And no such thing aa perpetuity. 
What good are fannateads, granaries, pasture- 
gronnda 
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That Btretchlongleagaea beyond Cfllabria'sbonnda, 
If Death, nnbribed by riches, mows down all 
With hie oneparing sickle, great and amall F , 

" Gems, ntarhlea, ivory, Taacau etatuettra, 
Fictares, gold plate, GStetolian coverlets, 
There are who have not ; one there ia, I trow. 
Who cares not greatly if he has or no. 
This brother lovea soft cooohea, perf^imea, wine. 
If ore than the groves of palmy Paleatine ; 
That toile all day, ambitions to reolaim 
A ragged wildameBB with axe and flame ; 
And none bat he whQ watches them, from birth. 
The GenioB, guardian of each child of earth, 
BorM when we're bom and dying when we die, 
Jtow Bt«nn, now snnsliine, knows the reason why 
I will not hoard, bnf, tboogti my heap be scant, 
Will t^e on each occasion what I want, 
Nor fear what my next heir may think, to find 
There's less than he expected left behind ; 
While, ne'ertheless, I draw a line between 
Mirth tmd excess, the frogal amd the mean. 
'^Hs not extravagance, bnt plain good sense, 
To cease ^m getting, gmdge no foir expense. 
And, like a schoolboy out on hoUday, 
l^ke pleasnre as it comes, and snatch one's play. \ 

" So twill not sink, what matter if my boat 
Be big or littleF still I keep afloat. 
And voyage on contented, with the wind 
Hot always contrary, nor ^ways kind. 
In strength, wit, worth, rank, prestige, money-bags. 
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Behind the fint, yet not among the laga. 

" Ton're not a miser : has Eill other vice 
Departed in the truu of avarice, 
Or do ambitdoDB longings, aogry fret. 
The terror of the grave, torment jvn jet P 
Can yon ma^e sport of portents, gipsj crones, 
Hobgoblins, dreams, raw head and bloody bones P 
Do yon ooont ap joar birthdays year by year, 
And thank the gods with gladness and blithe 

O'erlook the fulings of your frienda, and grow 

Gentler and better as your sand nina low P 

Where is the gain in palling from the mind 

One thorn, if all the rest remain behind P 

If live yon cannot as befits a man, 

Make room, at least, yon may for those that can, 

Yoa've frolicked, eaten, drunk to the content 

Of homan appetite ; 'tis time yon went, 

Lest, when you've tippled freely, youth, that 

wears 
Its motley better, hustle yon down stturs." 
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To THX Ptsos, Fatees and Sons. 

Sumano cajnH. 

(UPFOSE soma pamter, ob a tour de 
force, 
'. Sbonldconplelieadof maamthDOck 
of horse, 

InveHt them both with feathers, 'stead of hair. 
And taok on ItmbB picked up from here and there. 
So that the fig^ore, when complete, ahonld shoir 
A maid above, a hideone fiah below : 
Should 70a be foTonred with a private view, 
Yoa'd laugh, mj fHende, I know, and rightlj toov 
Yet troBt me, PisoB, not lees strange wonld look. 
To a diBceming eye, the foolish book 
Where dream-like forma in sick delirium, blend. 
And nought is of a piece &om end to end. 
" Foete and painters (sure 70U know the plea) . 
Have always been allowed their fancy tiee." 
I own it ; 'tis a &ir secubo to plead ; 
By tnms we olum it, and by tams concede ; 
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Bat 'twill not Bcrefiu the nimataral and abaord. 
Unions of lamb with tiger, Bnake with bird. 

When poets would be lofty, they eommenco 
With some gay patch of cheiip) ma^uficence : 
Of Dian'B altar and her grove we read. 
Or rapid streams meandering tbrongh the mead ; 
Or grand descriptions of the river Bhine, 
Or watery bow, will take up tnany a line. 
All in their way good things, but not jnst- now .- 
Yon're happy at a cypress, we'll allow; 
Bat what of that T you're p^ting by command 
A shipwrecked sailor, strildng oat for land : 
That crockery was a jar when yon began j 
It ends a pitcher : you an artist, man I 
Make what you nil), in short, so, when 'tis done, 
'Tis but consistent, homogeneous, one. 

Te worthy trio ! we poor sons of song 
Oft find 'tis fancied right that leads na wrong. 
I prove obacnre in trying to be terse; 
AttemptB at eaee emasoolate my verse ; 
Who aims at grandeur into bombast falls ; 
Who fears to stretch his pinions creeps and crawls ; 
Who hopes by strange variety to please 
Fnts dolphins among forests, boars in aeaa. 
Thus seal to 'scape firom. error, if snidieeked 
By sense of art, creates a new defect. 
Fix on some oasoal sculptor ; he shall know 
How to give nails their sharpliess, hair its flow ; 
Yet he shall fail, because he lacks the so.nl 
To comprehend and reproduce the' whole. 
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I'd not be he : tho blackest hair and eye 
Lose aJI their beauty with the nose awry. 

Good anthers, tnke a brother hard's advice : 
Ponder your subject o'er not once nor twice. 
And oft and oft consider, if the weight 
You hope to lift be or bo not too great. 
Let but our theme be equal to our powers. 
Choice language, clear arrangement, both are ours. 
Would you be told how best your pearls to thread ? 
Why, say just now what should juat now be said. 
But put off other matter for to-day. 
To introduce it later by the way, 

lu words again be cautious and select. 
And dnly pick out this, and that reject. 
High praise and honour to tbo bard is due 
Whoso dojitorouE sotting makes an old word new... 
Hay more, ehoald some recondite subject need 
Fresh signs to make it clear to those who read, 
A power of issuing tei-ms lill now vinused. 
If claimed with modesty, is ne'er refused. 
New words will find acceptance, if thoy flow 
Forth from the Greek, with just a twist or so. 
But why should Eome capriciously forbid 
Our bards fram doing what their fathers didp 
Or why should Plantus and Ciecilius gtaa 
What Virgil or what Varius nska in vainp 
Kny, T myself, if with my scanty wit 
I coin a word or two, why gi'udgo me it. 
When Bnnius and old Oato boldly filing 
Their terms broadest, and amplified oar tongue P 
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To utter worda etamped current by the mill 
Has always been thongbb rigbt and alTraya will. 

'Wben forest^ ebed their foliage at the fall. 
The earliest born still drops tbo first of all : 
So fades tbo elder race of words, and so 
Tbe younger generations bloom and grow. ; 
Dcatb claims bumanity and human things. 
Aye, e'en " imperial works and worthy kiuga: " 
■ What though the ocean, girdled by the sboro, 
Gives abclter to, the ships it tossed beforoP 
What thoagh the marsh, once waste and wateiy. 

Feeds neighbour towns, and groans beneath the 
plongh? 

What though the river, late tho corn-field's dread, 
Bolls fruit and blesaiog down its altered bedp ■'■ 
, Man's works must perish: how shoal d words evade 
^The general doom, and flourish nndecayod ? 
' Tes, words long toAeA may again revive. 
And words may fade now blooming and alive, 
If usage wills it so, to whom belongs 
,_Th6 rule, the law, the government of tongues.") 
For metres. Homer shows you how to write 
Heroic deeds and incidents of figbt. 

Complaint was once tho Elcgiac's theme ; 
From thence 'twaa used to sing of love's youiig 

dream ; 
But who tliat dainty measure first put out. 
Grammarians differ, and 'tis still in doubt. 
ArehiloehttS, inspired by fiery rage, 
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Galled forth Iambics : now thej tread the stage 
In bnskm or in Bock, conduct discourse, ' 
Lead action on, and awe the mob perforce. 

The glorioas godB, the gods' heroic seed. 
The eonqnering boxer, the viotorionB steed. 
The joys of wine, the lover's fond desire. 
Such themes the Knse appropriates to the Ijre. 

Whj h^ me poet, if I fail to seize 
The shades of style, its fixed proprieties P 
Why should false shame compel ine to endure 
An ignorance which common pains wonld.core P 

A o^aiiLaibject steadily decjineB 
To be related in. high tragic linea. 
The Thyesteon feast no less disdains 
^e vulgar vehicle of comic Htradns, 
I Each has its place allotted ; each is bound 
To keep it, nor invade its neighbonr's groondj 
Yet Ckimedy sometimes will raise her note : 
See Ghremes, how he swells his angry throat! 
And when a tragic hero tells his woes. 
The terms he chooses are akin to prose. 
FeleuB or Telephus, Buppose him poor 
Or driven to eiile, talks in tropes no more ; 
HiB yard-long words desert him, when he tries 
To draw forth tears from sympathetio eyes. 

fUere grace is not enongh : a play should thrill 
The hearer's sonl, and more it at its willj 
Smiles are contagions ; so are tears ; to see 
Another sobbing, brings a sob bom. me. 
No, no, good Feleus ; set the example, pray. 
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And weep yourself ; then weep perhaps I may : 

Bat if no Borrow in your speech appear, 

I nod or laugh ; I cannot squeeze a tcai'. 

Words follow loo^ : wry faces aro expressed 

By wailing, scowls by bluBter, Bmilea by jeat. 

Grave aire by eaws, and bo of all tlio rest. 

For nature forms our apirita to recoiyo 

Each bent that ontward circumstance can give : 

She kindles pleasure, bids reaentment glow. 

Or bowa the soul to earth in hojielesa woj ; 

Then, ua the tide of feeling waxes strong, 

She vents it through her conduit-pipe, the tongue. 

TTnless the speaker's words and fortune suit. 
All Bome will join to jeer him, horse and foot. 
Gods should not talk like heroes, nor again 
Impetuous youth like grave and reverend men ; 
Lady and nuTBe a different language crave. 
Sons of the Boil and rovers o'er the wave; 
Assyrian, Oolchian, Thoban, Argive, each 
Has his own style, his proper cast of speech. 

In painting characters, adhere to fame. 
Or study keeping in the type yon frame : 
If great Achilles figure in the acene, 
Make him impaticut, fiery, ruthleas, keen ; 
All laws, all covenants let him still disown. 
And test his quarrel by the sword alone. 
Still he Medea all revenge and Bcoru, 
Ino etill aad, Ixiou etill forsworn, 
lo a wanderer still, Orestes still forlorn. 

If yon would be original, aud seek 
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And weep yoaraelf ; then weep perhaps I may: 
Bat if no Borrow in your speech appear, 
I aod or langh ; I cannot squeeze a tear. 
Words follow looks .■ wry feces are expressed 
By wailing, scowls by blaster, smiles bj jest, 
Grsve mtb by saws, luid so of all t^e rest. 
\For natore forms oar spirits to roceive 
Each bent that oatward circomstance can gives^ 
She kindles pleasure, bids resentment glow. 
Or bows the soul to BKrth in hopeless woe ; 
Then, as the tide of feeling wares strong. 
She vents it throogh her conduit-pipe, the tongne. 
\ Unless the speaker's words and fortune suit, / 
All Borne will j(nn to jeer him, horse and foot. 
Gods shonld not talk like heroes, nor agtun 
Impetaons yoath like grave and reverend men ; 
Lady and nurse a different language crave. 
Sons of the soil and rovers o'er the wave; 
AaByrian, Colohian, Theban, Argive, each 
Has hia own etjle, his proper cast of speech. 
r In painting oharacters, adhere to SIne,' 
Or stndy keeping in the type you ^ame I 
If great Achilles figure in the scene, 
Make him impatient, fieij, ruthless, keefl ; 
All laws, all oovenants let ^'"1 still disown, 
And test his quarrel by the sword alone. 
Stall be Medea all revenge and soom, 
Ino still sad, Izion still forsworn, 
lo a wanderer still, Orestes stall forlorn. 
If you would be original, and seek 
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Ta faune some oharaoter ne'er seen m Oracle, 

See it be wron^t on one TOasifltentplan, 

And end the B&me creatioii it began. 

Tie hard, I grant, to treat a Bnbject known 

And hackneyed eo that it may look one'B own ; 

Far better tom the Iliad to a play 

And carve oat acta and acenes the readiest way. 

Than alter fetota and oharactere, and tell 

In a etrange form the tale men know so well. 

Bat, with Bome few precantione, yon may Mt 

Yonr private mark on p>nblio chattels yet : 

Avoid careering and careering still 

In the old round, like carthorse in a mill > 

Nor, honud too closely to the Greinan Mnae, 

Tranelate the words whose sonl yon should trans- 

'Soe act the copyist's part, and work m chains 
Which, once put on by lashnMB, shame retains. 

Don't open like the oyclio, with a burst : 
" Troy's mx uid Priam's fote are here rehearsed." ' 
What's coming, pray, that thns he winds hie horn P 
The monntain labours, and a mouse is bom. 
Far better he who enters at Ha ease. 
Nor takes yonr breath with empl^ flourishes : 
" Sing, Uase, the mim who, after Troy was bomed. 
Saw divers cities, and their manners learned." 
Not smoke ft^tm fire his object is to bring, 
Bnt fire Irom smoke, a very different thing; 
Tet haa he dazzling mintcles in store, 
Oyclops, and Ltestirgons, and fifty more. 
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He BiDgB not, he, of Diomed'i retnm, 
Btaiting from tHAoKger'n fdneral am. 
Nor when he tells the Trojan Story, begs 
Attentdon first for Leda and her eggs. 
\ He harries to the crisis, lets 70a fall 
Where facta onnrd thiolc, u though 70a knei^ them 

all. 
And what he jndgee will not turn to gold 
Beneath his tonoh, he paeses by untold. 
And all this glunoor, all this glorioas dream, 
Tmth hient with fiction in one motley scheme, 
"Ba so cootrives, that, whea 'tie o'er, yoa see 
Spinning, middle, end (dike agree. 

Now listen, dranuttists, and I will tell 
What I expect, and all the world as well. 
If joa. woald hare yoar aaditors to stay 
Till ooTtfun-rise and plandit end the play. 
Observe each age's temper, and import 
To each the grace and finish of your srt, 

/^ Note first the boy who jnst knowe how to talk 
And feels his feet beneath liim in his walk : 
He likes his yonng eampanions, loves a gome. 
Soon vexed, soon soothed, and not two hoars the 

The beardless yoath, at last trata tator fi^eed. 
Loves playing-field and tennis, dog uid steed : 
Pliant as wax to those who lead him wrong. 
Bat all impatjenoe with a f^thfiil tongae ; 
Impmdent, lavish, hankering for the moon, 
He takes things ap and lays them down as toon. 
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His nakire revolatioaized, the nuui . 
Hakes fHenda and money when and how he can i 
Keen-ejed and okA, though on ambition bent, 
He Bhims all acta of which he maj repent 

Qrej hairs have man; evils : withont end 
The old man gathere what he dareB not spend, 
While, as for action, da he what he will, 
'Tie all half-hearted, Bpiritlees, and ohill : 
Inert, irreaolnte, his neck he oiunSB 
Into the fatnre, gnunblee, uid oompluna. 
Extols tuB own 7onng years with peeriah pn^se. 
Bat atas and oensnres these degenerate days. 

f <*ni, OS they come, bring blesungs in their 

T^ar» aa they go, take blessings back again : 
Yet l^ate or chance may blink the olmons tmth,- 
ICain ^onth diaoonrae like age, and age like yoath : 
Att»ntioii fixed on life alone can teach 
^Hin tavita and a^jnuota which pertain to eaoh.^^,,^ 

Sometimea an action on the Btage is shown, 
Sometames tis done elsewhere, and there made 

known. 
A thing when hesrd, remember, Btiikes lees keen 
On the spectator's mind than when 'tis seen. 
Tst twere not well in pablio to display 
A bniineas beat transacted fiff away, 
And mnch may be Beolnded from the eye 
For well-graoed t<mgnee to tell of by and by. 
ICedea most not abed her children's blood, 
Nw mvtsfi Atrens oook nun's Sesh for food. 
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"Sra ndlomel turn bird or CadmnB aualce, 
' 'With people looking on and wide awake. 
IT Bcenee like these before mj eyee be thraet. 
They shook belief and graierate diegnet. 
__Would yon your play ehoald prosper and endiuvP 
[ Then let it have five acta, nor more nor fewer. 
Bring in no god save as a last reeonroe. 
Nor make four speakeis join in the discooTBe./ 

An actor's part the chomB ehcmld Basjlan 
And do their best to get the plot in train : 
And whatsoe'er between the acts they cbant 
Should all be apt, appropriate, relevant. 
Still let them give nagfi ooonsel, back the good; 
Attemper wrath, and cool impetnonB blood, 
Fruse the spare meal that pleases bnt not sates, 
Jnstice, and law, and peace with nnbarred gates, 
Conceal all aecrete, and the gods implore 
To onish the proad and elsTate the poor. 

Not trninpet-tOQgaed, as now, nor bntBs>belayed, 
The flute was ased to lend the choras aid: 
Simple and alight and moderately loud, 
It charmed the ears of not too lai^ge a crowd, 
Which, frngal, metic, primitive, severe, 
Hooked in those early daya to aee and hear. 

Then, when the city gEuned increase of land, 
And wider walls its waging greatness api^ned. 
When the good Oeniua, frolicsome and gay. 
Was soothed at festivalB with onps by day, 
Ohange spread toscenic measures ; breadth, andeaee. 
And freedom unt^estruned were found in theee : 
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For what (eaid men) shonld jovial matdo, plaoed 
At random 'mid hia betten, knowof taate? 

So graceful dance went hand in hand irith Bong, 
And robee of kingly splendour trailed ^oiig : 
60 17 the side of mnsio words npgrew, 
And eloqaenoe came rolling, prompt and new t 
Shrewd in thioga mnndane, wise in thinga diviiie, 
Ita Toioe waa like the voice of Delphi's shrine. 

The i^piring bard who served the tr^^ maee, 
A paltry goat the aommit of his views. 
Soon broaghb in Satyrs from the wooda, wtd tried 
If grave and gay coold flonriBh side by side. 
That the spectator, feasted to hia fill, 
Koisy and drank, might ne'ertheleaa sit atol). 

Yet, thoagh lond langh and frolic jest commend 
Ygnr Satyr folk, and mirth and morale blend, 
Let not your heroes doff their robes of red 
To talk low language in a homely ahed, 
If or, in their fear of crawling, mount too high, 
Oatching at olonds and aiming at the aky. 
Ifelpomene, when bidden to he gay. 
Like matron dancing on a festal day. 
Deals not in idle banter, nor couaorta 
Withoift reaerve with Salyrs and their gptwts. 

In playa like these I would not deal alone 
In words and phrases trite and too well known. 
Nor, stooping from the tragic h^ht, drop down 
To the low level of hnffoon and down, 
Aa though pert Davns, or the saucy jade 
Who sacks the gold and jeers the gull she made. 
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Were like Bitenns, who, thongh quaint and odd, 

Ib 7et the gnide and tator of ft god. 

A htM^eyed aabject I vonld take and treat 

So deftly, all shoald hope to do the feat. 

Then, having strained and straggled, should 



To do the feat were diffionlt indeed. 

So mnoh maj order and arrangement do 

To make the cheap seem choice, the threadbare 

Your mstio Fattns, methinks, should have a oare 
Lest people deem them bred in city cur ; 
Shoald shan the cant of eiqaiaites, and shtm 
Coarse ribaldry no leSB and blackgoard Am. 
For those who have a bther or a horse 
Or an estate will tajce offence of conrae. 
Nor think they're bonnd in dnty to admire 
What gratifies the vetch-and-cheetnnt-bnyer 

Hie Iambic foot is briefly thns defined : 
Two syllables, a short with long behind : 
Bepeat it six times o'er, so quick its beat, ■ '' 
'Tis trimeter, three meaenres for six feet : 
At first it ran straight on ; bttt, years ago. 
Its hearers begged the^ it would move more slow ; 
On which it took, with a good.natored lur, 
Stont spondees in, its native rights to share, 
Tet so that none shoiUd ask it to resign 
The eisth, fourth, second places in the line. 
Bnt seuvh throngh Attins' trimeters, or those 
Which Ennios took sooh pleasore to compose. 
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Toall rareiy find it : on the bOBrdfi they groan. 
Laden with apondeee, like a cart with stone, 
And brand oar tragedy with want of akill 
Or want of labonr, caU it which yon will 
What then? Mae rhythm few jadgee can detect, 
And Boman harde of conree are all oorreot. 

What shall a poet do F make rnlea his sport, 
And dash through thick and thin, throngh long 

and short F 
Or pick his Bteps, endeavoor to walk olean. 
And &n(7 every mud-atun will he seen F 
What good were that, if though I mind my ways 
And ahnn all blame, I do not ment praise P 
MyMende,make Greece yonrmodelwhenyoD write. 
And torn her Tolnmes over day and night. 

"But Plantofl pleased oar Bire8,the good old folks; 
They pruaed his nnmbers, and th^ praised his 

jokea." 
They did : 'twas mighty tolerant in them 
To praise where wisdom would perhaps condemn ; 
'^hat is, if yoa and I and our compeers 
Can txaat onr tastes, our fingers, and oar ears, 
I E^ow polished wit from horse>play, and can tell 
What Teraes do, and what do not, ran welLj 

Thespis began the drama : romonr says 
In travelling carts he carried round his plays. 
Where actors, smeared with lees, before the thfting 
Performed their parts with gesture ami with song. 
Then iE<aohylas bronghl; in the mask and pall, 
Pat baikins on his men to make them taU, 
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Tamed boorde into & platform, not too great. 
And taught high monologue and grand debate. 
The elder Gome^ had next its turn, 
Nor small the glorj it coatrived to earn : 
I Btit freedom paaoed into unbridled spite, 
' And lav was soon invoked to set things right : 
Law spoke : the ohoma lost the power to sting, 
And (shame to a«j) thenceforth refused to singj 

Out poets have tried all things ; nor do thej 
Deserve least praise, who follow their own way. 
And tell in comedy or histoij'inece 
Some stoiy of home growth, not drawn from Greece. 
Nor woold the land we lore be now more strong 
In warrior's prowess than in poet's song, 
Did not her bards with one consent decline 
The tedioas task, to alter and refine. 
Dear Fiaos 1 as you prize old Noma's blood, 
Set down that work, and tliat alone, as good. 
Which, blurred and blotted, checked and counter- 
checked. 
Has stood all tests, and issued fortb correct. 

Becanae Democritus thinks fit to say, 
That wretched art to genins mnat give way, 
Stands at the gate of Helicon, and guards 
Its precinot t^unat all but crazy bards, 
Onr witlings keep long nula and antrimmed 

Ifuch in brown atndies, in the bath-room rare. 
^ot tbingB are oome to this ; the merest dnnoe, 
So bat he dlioose, m^^ start np bard at onoe,j 
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Whose head, too hot for hellebore to oool. 

Was Be^er Babmitted to a barber's tooL 

What euIb me now, to dose myaelf eooh epring F 

Else had £ boea a reiy swan to aing, 

Well, never mind : mine be the whetstone's lot. 
Which makes steel sharp, thoogh ont itself will not. 
Although no writer, I may yet impart 
To writing folk the precepts of their art, 
Whence come its stores, what trains and forms tv 

bard, 
And how a work is made, and how 'tis marred, 

Of writing well, be sore, the secret lies 
la wisdom : therefore stady to be wise. 
The page of Flato may suggest the thon^t, 
Whichfonnd,the words will oomeas soon BBSoaght. 
The man who onoe has learned to otanprehend 
His duty to his eonntry and his friend. 
The lore that parent, brother, gnest may cltum. 
The jadge's, senator's, or general's aim. 
That man, when need ocoors, will soon invent , 
For every part its proper sentiment. 
Look too to life and manners, as they lie 
Before yon : these will living words supply. 
A play, devoid of beauty, strength, and art. 
So bat the thonghts and morals eoit each part, 
wax catch men's minds and rivet them when 

canght 
Uore than the dink of verses without thought 

To Greece, foir Greece, ambitdous but of praise, 
Hie MtiM gave ready wit, and ronuded phrase. 
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Our Komau bojs, by piuElmg Aajs and nights, 
Bring down a Bhilling to a handred mitea. 
Gome, young Albinna, tell as, if yon tnke 
A penny from a Bixpenoe, what twill make, 
rivepenoe. Good boy I you'll come to wealth one 

dsy. 
Now add a penny, Seveupenoe, he will say. 
0, when this cankering nut, thie greed of gain. 
Has touched the Bonl and wrought into its grain, 
VFhat hope that poets will produce such lines 
As oed^-oil embalme and cypress shrines P 

A bard will wish to profit or to pleue, 
Or, as a terUv/m ^umI, do both of these. 
Whene'er yon leotore, be concisa ; the soul 
Takes in short marims, and retains them whole : 
Bnb ponr in water when the Teasers filled. 
It simply dribblas over and is spilled. 

Eeep near to truth in a fictitious piece. 
Nor treat belief as matter of caprioej 
If on a diild you make a vampire snp, 
It must not be alive when she's ripped np. 
D17 seniors scont an uninstmctiTe straift ; 
TounglordlingB treat grave Tersewithtalldisdiuni 
But he who, mixing gnve and gay, can t«ach 
And yet give pleaHnre, gains a vote fro m each t^ ' 
Wia works enrich the vendor, cross the sea, 
And hand the author down to late posterity. 

Some faults may claim forgiveness: for the lyre 
Not always gives Qie note, that we desire ; 
We ask a flat ; a sharp is its reply ; 
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And tte beet bow will Bometiinefi nlioot &W17. 

Bnt when I meet with beantiea thickl^r sown, 

A blot or two, I readilj condone. 

Such ae maj trickle from a careleea pen. 

Or paBB nnwatched ; for authors are bnt men. 

What then P the copjiet who keeps stumbling still 

At the same word had best la^ down his qniU : 

The harp-player, who for ever wonnds the ear 

With the same diaoord, makes the audience jeer 1 

So the poor d<dt who's often in the wrong 

I ntnk with Choerilns, that dance of song. 

Who, should he ever " deviate into sense," 

Moves but freah laaghter at his own expense : 

While e'en good Homer may deserve a tap. 

If, as he does, he drop his head and nap. 

Yet, when a woric is long, 'twere somewhat hard 

To blmne a drowsy moment in a bard. 

Some poems, like some paiutings, take the eye 
Best at a distanoe, some when looked at nigh. 
One lores the shade ; one would be seen in light, 
And boldly challenges the keenest sight : 
One pleases stnughtway ; one, when it has passed 
Ten times brfore the mind, will please at last 

Hope of the Fisoa 1 trained by snoh a sire. 
And wise yourself, small schooling you require; 
Yet take this lesson home ; some things admit 
A moderate point of merit, e'en in wit. 
There's yonder oonnsellor; he cannot reach 
l^sala's stately altitndes of speech, 
He cannot plumb Casoellias' depth of lOTe, 
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Tet he's employed, and m^ea a decent score : 
Bnt gods, and men, and bookaellerB agree 
To place thnr ban on middling poetry. 
At a great feast an Ul- toned inetroment, 
A aoor oonserre, or an nnfragrant acent 
C^anda the taate : 'tis rcaaon that it should ; 
We do withont enoh things, or have them good : 
Jntt BO with verse ; yon seek bdt to delight ; 
If by an inch you fail, yon ttik ontright. 

He who knows nought of games abstaina fhnn idl. 
Nor tries his hand at quoit, or hoop, or heU, 
Lest the thronged circle, witneBsiug the play. 
Should laugh ontright, with none to eay them nay : 
He who knows nought of TerseB needs must try 
To write them ne'ertheleaa. "WhynotP" mencry: 
" Free, gently bom, nnblenushed and correct, 
Sb means aknight's , what more can folks expect P " 
But you, my friend, at least have sens^andgraoe; 
Tou will not fly in qneen Minerva's face 
, In action or in #ord. Snppoae some day 
Ton should take conr^e and compose a lay, 
Entrust it first to Mffioins' critic ears^ 
Your sire'a and mine, and keep it back nine years. 
What's kept at home yon cancel by A strike ; 
What's sent abroad yon never can revoke. , 

Orphens, the priest and harper, pare and good. 
Weaned savage tribes from deeds and feasts of 

blood, 
Wljence he was stud to tame the monstera of the 

wood. 
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Amphion too, men said, ftt his de^re 
Moved maBBj atonea, obedient to the lyre, 
And Thebes arose. 'Twas wisdom's province then 
To judge 'twixt'st&tea and subjects, godn and men. 
Check vagrant Inst, g^ve rules to wedded folk, 
Bnild oitiee up, and grave a code in oak. 
Bo came great hoiionr and abnnd&iit pnuse, 
As to the godsi-to poets and their \a,ji. 
Then Homer and l^rtuns,' armed with song, 
Uade manlj spirits for the combat strong: 
Terse tanght life's dntiesi showed the ^tnre clear, 
And ^on a monarch's &voar tbroitgh his ear : 
Terse gave relief from labour, and supplied 
Light mirth for holiday and feetal tide. 
Then blush not for the lyre: Apollo sings 
In unison with her who sweeps its stilngB. 
; But here occurs a question Bome men start, 
f If good verse comes Cram nature or &am art 
Poi' me, I cannot see how native wit 
Can e'er dispense with art, or v/rt with it. 
Set them to pull together, they're agreed. 
And each BopplieB what each is found to need, i 
The yonth who FunB for priaos wisely truns, 
Bears cold and heat, is patient and abstuns : 
The flnte-player at a festival, bef(H« 
Ho plays in public, baa to learn fais lore. 
Kot so cor baidlings : they oome boundng in— 
" I'm your tnie poet ; let them laugh that win : 
Flagne take the last I although I ne'er was taught, 
Is that a cause for owning I know nought P " 
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As puffing luictioneerB collect a throng, 
Bich poetB bribe Mee ftienda to bear tbeir songi 
Who can resiet the lord of bo mncb rent. 
Of so much monej- at bo macb per cent.P 
Ib there a wight can give a graad reg^e. 
Act aB.apoormaii'BcODnBelor hisbailp 
Blest thoagb he be, his wealth will cloud his view. 
Nor Bofiar tiini to know false Mends from tnie. 
Don't ask a man whose feelings overflow 
For kindness that youVe shown or mean to show 
To listen to your verse : each line yon read. 
Hell cry, " Good 1 bravo I esqaisite indeed 1 " 
Hell change his ooloor, let his ejes mn o'er 
With tears of joy, dance, beat upon the floor. 
Qred moumere at a foneral say and do 
A little more tJian they whose grief is trae : 
"Hs jnst so here : false flattery displays 
Kore show of sympathy than honest praise. 
Tis aaid when kings a would-be friend will tiy, 
With wine they rack him and with bumpers ply t 
If yon write poems, look beyond the skin 
Of the smooth fox, and search the hewii within. 

Bead verses to Qnintilins, he would say, 
" I don't like this and that : improve it, pray : " 
Tell him yon found it hopeless to correct ; 
Ton'd tried it twioe or thrice without effect j 
He'd calmly bid yoa make the three times fonr. 
And take the nhlicked cub in band onoe more. 
Snt if yon chose to vindicate the crime, ' 
Not mend it, he wonid waste no farther tome, 
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Bnt let you live, nntronbled by advice, 
Sole tenant of yonr own fool's paradiae. 

A wise and faithful connsollor will bUme 
Weak veraes, note the rough, oondemn tha lame, 
Betrench laznrianoe, make obscarenesa plain, 
OroBB-qaeatioii this, bid that be writ agfun : 
A Beoond Aristaroh, he will not aak, 
" Why for audi trifles take my friend to task P " 
Such trifles bring to serioue grief ere long 
A h^lesa bard, once flattered and led wrong. 

See the mad poet I never wight, thongh sick h 
Of itch or jaondioe, moon<8tnick, &natic, ' ' 

Washalf Bodangerone: men whosemindia sound 
Avoid him ; fools pursue him, children honnd. 
Suppose, while splattering verseB, bead on high, 
Like fowler watching blackbirds in the sky. 
He Mis into a pit; though lond be shout 
"Help, neighboors, help! "let nomui pull him out : 
Should some one seem disposed a rope to fling, 
I will strike in with, " Fray do no snch thing : 
III warrant yon he meant it," and relate 
His brother bard £!mpedoclea's ftte. 
Who, wishing to be thought a god, poor fool, 
Leapt down hot Etna's crater, cahn and cooL 
"Leave poets free to perish as they will : 
Save them by violence, yon as good as kill. 
Tis not his first attempt : if saved to-day. 
He's sure to die in some outrageoaB way. 
Beside, none knows the reason why this onrse 
Was sent on him, this love of maldug verse. 
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By what offence heaven's anger he incnrred, 

A giBve defiled, a eacrod boundary stirred : 

So much is phun, he's mod .- like bear that baats 

Hie prison dowu and rangeii through the streets. 

This terrible reciter pntB to flight 

The learned and unlearned left and right : 

Let him catoh one, he keeps hJTn till ha killB, 

Ab leeches etiok till they have ducked their fills." 
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PasiS. 
&augh I you'll think Fve rifitd tht truturt 
Of blind Criapmita, }fl prott on mart. 

^0W£^ hu ■ Ter; ilmiUr eoaplst :— 

Sut hold I yoa'll tMnk I're pilUged the 

Of blmr Criapinul : not ooe word then 

I beliere it hoirsTer lo be a mere coiDcidenoe on my put. 

The word "Bcrutore" is >n uncommon one; bntitWMthe 

recoUecdon of an altogether diflbrmt paauge nbioh ing- 

geated it to me here. At any rate, Howea a not the Gnt 

irha haa uaed it in tnuutating the preaent linea. 

Ifow 'tia enough : teat joa should think 

Fve dipt in bloar^^ed Criapin's lok. 

And atolen mj work from his scmtort^ 

I will not add a leatence more. 

PagsG: 

Oivei VaraJ name to knock-kneed bog*, and duii 

Big rbd>-fe(4 youngtter Scaurut, king tfdvba. 

This IB, of coitne, in no nnso a tmulatioa : it ^ simply 

an attempt (■ deapente one, I fear) togiTe point to a •enteaee 

which otherwisB to an Engliah reader would hare no ptnot 

atalL 
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PiGl 13, 
HaS to JFOW majefty 1 yet, n^erthtlesi, 
Bude 6m/i are pulling at your beard, I gueia. 
Those commaDlatora are clearly right vho underetaDd 
" Tetlunt," sot of nhat the boja are apt to do, but of what 
they are actiuJly doing, while the Stoic u talking and 
making hiuaelf out to he a king. 
Faob 17. 
Sea/, you're frit cousin to that goodly pair, 
Ctdiui and Birrius, and tiar/oiUa share. 
Colius and Biniiui irere a couple of rohbere, a bet die- 
tinctty mentioned in the Latin, and,! hope, capable of being 
inferred from the context of the Engliah. 
Faoi 3G. 
^Ur life't endlest babliU they tieep wdl. 
I need bardlj' refer to the well-known line in Macbeth. 
Paqe 11. 
Caeiiui the rake, and Masruue the htffbon. 
Thie ii nearly identical with a line in Howes, of which it 
may Tory pouibly he an anconscioaa ren;enibnmce. Here 
and in other places 1 have called Nomentaniu, metri gratia, 
by his fiimily name Cassins, thongb it i> nowhere, I beliere, 
applied to him by Horace. Paat«Ubiu ia aappoaed to be 
the ume as Mnnius, whom Horace mentions elsewhere, 
and 1 have been only too glad to take the supposition {or 
granted. Generally, where a Horatian personage is known 
to hare had two names, I hare used that one which ihb 
exigences of the vena lecomtneBded. 
Ploi 61. 
O heatKB-abandoned aretch .' t* ail thie care. 
inconsistent wretch ! is all this coit. 

Qiiwosji't Juvenal, Sat, air. 
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Faos 94. 
And each inar^$ lip$ are at Ma neighboar's ear. 
Perhaps a recollectiaa of Pope's line (Sadres of Dr. 
Donne), " Wlien b&lf hia nose in in his priace'e e«i." 
Paob 9S. 
OfstudyiTig truths that rich and poor Concern, 
Wlach ifoiing and old are latt tmlett theji fcom. 
TliU may seem borrowed from Cowper'B " Tirocinium," 

trutfae on nhich depend oar main concern, 

That 'ill our ahame and miseiy not to learn ; 
. but 1 beliere the resemblance to be purelj accidental. It 
maj Berve howerer to show that the more seriouB pawagea 
in Horace, as nell u ths lighter ones, are not unlike Cowper. 

Paqb 103. 

That make* Atrida and AtMletfoea. 

Almost verbatim from a line in Pope's " Odjsaey," which 

is itself probably from one in Maynwaring's First Book of 

the"Iliad." 

Paqh 110. 
Not to admire, iVunu'ciui, w the beet, 
■ The tndy vag, to make and keep men bleat. 
Slightly altered from the later editions of Francis : 
Not to admire ia of all means the best, 
The only meana, to make and keep as bleat. 
Ten lines lower down I have a couplet nearly coincident 
with one in Howes, but not intentioaally so, 
PAaBl24. 
Bui Kihat are Rhodet and Leiboa, and the real. 
This and the nine following linee are a considerable 
expansion of the Latin: but I was apprehensive of not 
bringing out the connexion, if I translated more ctoady. 
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Vua IZS. 

Emptdoda or tlU Aerttnion tcAeel, 

Ai HoiaoehudiowD to take Sterti Dim herauitj^of 

llie Stoics, I thought 1 might aiail myulf of k Bimilar 

lieenee, Mid tali tlie Stoics ■■ a acbool by bis Dome, 

Paob 120. 

Tlie ox, taiyoked and retting frtna thtptiivgh, 

Wanttjodder, itripptdfrom elm orp<y)lar bough. 

Horace merely Iiu " itrictis frondibiu :" but the writnv 

S« Be Bnttica, quoted by tlie oommentaton, tell nl what 

the leave* in uaewere. 

Paob 131. 
What Sfamut, qfter nabig goiUBy down 
Hiajortitnt, took to lining on tkt tonm. 
"Took to liiioB on the town" is not meant ai a Tersion 
of " nrbuiDi dBpit haberi," but rather as an eguiialent 
tuggeated by the context, 

Faqb 134. 

flocA IcUD, taeh right, taek statvtt and each act. 

Horace's otyect is eridently to gire (ui exhaus^re notion 

of the i^OTifl parta of the Iav ; and T have tried to produce 

the same impression hysccumuIatiDg terms, withoat caring 

how Ear they can severally be dlacrimiiiated. 

Paob I3S. 

Tvt ihed M> hlood. FoH oludi not feed the erom. 

rii hare thee hanged to feed the oroir. 

Scott, Lay <iftke Laat Minetrd, 
Pact 138. 
7%e wilt and good, like Bacrhui in theptag. 
Borrowed from Francis .with a slight change in the 
order of the wordt. 
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PiOB liO. 

In trng-tong drainl, or Gnatia in tlie plt^. 

sot the Btage paraaite," who, according to FestuB, nafl the 
BecODil chsrueter in Hlmoat eierj mime. I tliought there- 
fore that I might snhBtittite for the general deeeription the 
name of a puticular psrauta in Boman corned;. 

FaosXU. 

Let temperate folk write vereea in the Aall 
WAtrt bonda diange hands. 
Strictlj speakiDg, there does not geem io have been a ball 
of eichangfi at the Puteal, which was apparently open to the 
skj ; bi)t the inaccurae; is not a BerioDS one. 

PlBE 161. 
WdU all forlorn the baffled critic atanda, 
Fumi/ing a naked atump betuisen hie hande, 
I bad originally written 

By the old pumle of the dnindliog monnd 
Bringing at last the critic to the ground, 
which of conrse repreeenta the lAtJn better: bat it occurred 
to me that the allusioa to the sophiem of the heap, following 
inunediatelj on tbe similar figure of ttie horse's tail, could 
only embarrBHe an EngliBh reader, and would therefore be 
out of place in a paaaage intended to be idiomatic. Howea 
bae got oier the difficulty neatly : — 

Till my opponent^ by fair logic beat^ 

Shall find the ground amk &at beneath bia feet. 

Paob 151. 

Eiyoga hie eaae, nor carta koio he redeetna 
The gOTgecnu promue o/* his peacock dreami. 
I nppoBe the meaning to be this: Enniua, as appear* 
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from his own renuuDi and the dotii:e« of him 'm other 
writera, begin bii Annals vitti a dmun in which the spirit 
of Homer appeared to him, and Cold htm that, after pamiDg 
through nrioua other bodiel, incbiding those of Pythagoras 

and a peacock, it au now ajiimating that of the Roman 
poet hinuelf. How this was cimnected Kilh the subject of 
the Annals we do not knoirj probahlj not rery sriificialtj: 
Horace, as I understnad him, means to ridieulc thii want 
of oonneiion, while he aaja that the critics are so indis- 
criminaCe in their piaises that Gnaios may welt repose on 
his laurds, and not trouble himself aa to whether there 

Paoi 162. 
Jiai tu tm ta^air tamplef set to catch 
Tie htedlett ciatomer, wilt kU tht batch. 
I believe I bare giiea the exact force of Che original, 
though the metaphor there ia Irom a gang of Blares, where 
the beaC-loohing is placed in front to carry Off the rest. 
This interpretation, which the phrase " ducere bmiliam " 
aeenu to place beyond doubt, is as old as f orrentiuB : but 
the commentators in general r^ect or ignore it. 
PiBB 167. 
For, to he fills his pockets, nought he heeda 
Whether tht play't a/aHure or succeedt. 
Modem readers ma; wander how the poet comea to fill 
his pockets if the play does oot succeed. The answer ia 
that he sold his pUy to the esdiles before its performnnoe. 
For the benefit of the same persona it may be mentionod, 
with reference to a poss^e a few lines lower down, that in 
a Boman theatre the curtain was kept down during the re- 
presentation, raiaod when the play was o»er, 
Paok 166. 
JVciD phrases, bt the world q/'booki tothuntn. 
So KM but /other Mont, Ac makes hit omL 
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I undentaDcl "qnn genitor produxerit unis" na^ widi 
Orelli, "which shall be ulopted into use at once, BO that 
people ihall &nej that the; hate been in nee long before," 
but, with RitMr, " which shall hsTe been alreadj ujictianed 
b; uuge," the distinction being between words not only in. 
OMDinon n>e but lued in literature, and words in use, but 
not yet adopted into literature, and lo relativelj "nOTs," 
" Father " of course I use teas itrictly than Pope oses it in 
hii well-known imitation of the paaiage, " For use wlU 
father what"* beeot by lenie." 

Paoi 172. 
Attetapta at eaie ematadate mg vene. 
I find Dean Bagot has a line, " A want of nen^ effimi- 
nate%my speech." 

Paob its. 
/n mordi again be cautiau artd $deet. 
And Attn pick out tMa, and that Ttjtet. 
I hare adopted Bende/a tranepositioa, limply beeaase it 
happened to be oonreDient in translating:, 

Thtm alter Jacti and characteri, and (efl 
In a ttrangeform the ialt men htote to imR. 
Many years ago I proposed this Sainton of a passage of 
admitted diffiootty in the Clanicai Xtmeum, 1 take 
"Difficile est proprie oooimnuia dicere" in its ordinary 
sense, " It Is hard to trot hackneyed subjects with origin- 
ality." Horaoe then goes on to lay that it ii better to give 
up the attempt altogether and nmpty copy (say) Homer, 
than to mu the risk of outraging popular fbeUng by a new' 
treatment of (say) the Trojan story, or a new riew of the 
chief characters : but that if a writei still wi^ea to make 
the attempt, be may succeed by attending to certain rulea, 
"ai Me eirck nletn," tee. See, ITius I make "poblick 
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miteriei" identiol with "eomniDniiL,'' and "pnTrnt! JDrii" 

with "proprie," contrsiy to Orelli's opinion. 

Pabb 179. 

Ytt hatle md ckanct vug blink tkt tAounu trttlh. 

I am not mre whether thii w»a the eonnectinB link in 

Honos'* mind ; bnt I telt that the abiienoe of 107 link 

woold make the (ruumim between the two lentencea in> 

tolenbly abrupt in English, and so I eapplied a link a« I 

belt eoald, Macleane aeenu right in remaiking that the 

remark "multa &nint" &c. seemi to be drawn forth bj 

the daik picture of old age contuned in the preceding 

feraei, and haa not mneh otherwiae to do with the ialfject. 

Horace daubCless felt that be *bb passing middle life himeeir. 

Paob 182. 
Ytl to thai none ihould (uk it to rttign 
The tilth, fourth, gteond plcKei in Iht line, 
Horace doea not mention the aiith place '. I have infro- 
daced it for thehenelit of persona who, u actuBlty happened 
to me when rer; j^nng, may attempt to write Iambic tri- 
meters with no guide bnt this paenage, and may be in 
conaeqnenca in danger of making them Kasons, ai I actu- 
ally did. 

Paoe 1S8. 

Entrvtt itfirit to MaaaJ critic tart. 
Your tire'i, and nunc, and keep il back nine yeart. 
Almost a Terbol coincidence witii Howes, bat a coio- 
ttdence only, 

Piai 18S. 
Then bluth not for the li/re .- ApoSo linga 
In taaton with her vho atcttpt itt ttringi. 
It is difficult to nj whether the paragnph of which tbeM 
lines are the conclusion is a ^etcb of the histor; of poetr}r 
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in general or of Ijric poetry in particular. Tbe former 
inmtd be rather ioartisljo after the other historical ootlee* 
of poetry that haie oceurred in the poem : tbe latter is not 
eaeityrecDneiledwith the mention of Homer. On the other 
hand, Horace's inexacCnein eleewhero makei rather luppo- 
lition quite posaihie. I have transited ao as to leaTe ths 
ground open to either. 

Pass 191. 
A lecond Ari^arch. 
BelbrB them nurcbed that anfiil Ariitarcb. 

Pope, Dunciad, Book It. 

Paok 191. 

Leave potti fret to perish as Iheg aSI. 
Fotloiring iir. Honea and probabt^r othen who ban 
initteD on the An Poetica, though apparently not the 
latest editors, 1 regard all tbe words from " Deu8 immor- 
talts haberi" to tbe end as part of Horace's speech to the 
man who thinks of rescning the mad poet. Uuch of the 
humour of what folhrna, e.g. "Hec semel hoc fecit," " Nee 
■atis apparet," Stc would; it aeema to me, be lost on anj 
other supposition. 
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